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What School? 












September brings a new “ school ’ “tht thousands of 
American homes—a problem that must be settled in the interest of 
mental, moral and physical culture. Education at the sacrifice of 
health is a costly luxury. “‘What school” is not half so important as 
“What food.” The best food to study on, to play on, to work on is 


: 

It is the favorite cereal food in American schools as wellas American & 
homes because it contains all the muscle-making, brain-building ma- § 
-terial in the whole wheat grain prepared in its most digestible form. § 
Nothing so wholesome and delicious and nothing so easy to prepare as Shredded Wheat : 

ee Biscuit with peaches and cream. Heat one or more Biscuits in the oven to restore crisp- " 
4 ness and then cover with sliced peaches or other fresh fruits. Serve with milk or cream ia 





ee Bee 


and sweeten to suit the taste. 


3 TRISCUIT is the Shredded Wheat wafer, a crisp, tasty toast eaten with butter, soft cheese 
‘ or marmalade. Delicious for luncheons, for picnics or excursions on land or sea. 


The Shredded Wheat Company, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 





Bi ae ER Rr ata i a 2S 


‘i greg pees. re ee 
Seat ate PGT ES enemas rte snemnansenmnanmnenasee 




















ADVERTISING DIRECTORY 

























REMINGTON 


pict 33 ~ = 1 a 
’ : Ss a a . a7 
} te RE ae f \ Fa aN 
{ tees Mo (fa : : Pea 
a ae ea oa..° , ae. 
r os 7 $2. “ 
' ae ih, 
ol a ea > ea 
ae 3 . ro 
‘ 4 og : 
by . rz 
© 2 
Si 


; RIFLE 
All the advantages of 
the big game arm with 


none of its discomforts 
or annoyances— 


= 


"This Remington Cub can look throngh the barrel 
and see that it is >: aren 


The recoil does the work of reloading and ejection 
instead of pounding your shoulder. 


Five shots—just pull and release the trigger. Your 


action stays open and warns you when it’s time to 
shove in a fresh clip. 

You can never get in a tight place—the gun never 
clogs. Each shot strikes a one ton blow. 


Simple action—simple take-down. 


Send for a motion picture booklet explaining the 
Remington-UMC Autoloading Rifle’s big points. 


Remington-UMC Metallic Cartridges combine the 


‘ highest velocity with the greatest shooting accuracy. 
Made in all calibres for every standard firearm. 
\ ————_ When emington-UMC cartridges are used, 


the arm is guaranteed to the full extent 
of the manufacturer’s guarantee. 
Remington-UMC —the perfect shooting combination 
Remington Arms-Union 
Metallic Cartridge Co. 


299 Broadway New York City 
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A GUARANTEE OF OUR ADVERTISING 

We guarantee the reliabi lity of every advertisement inserted in FIELD 
AND STREAM, provided that in your correspondence with advertisers 
you mention this Magazine, and that you notify us within thirty days from 
receipt of the article if any diseatisfaction is found. This guarantee does not 
cover financial advertising or the purchase or exchange of live stock, as in 
such transactions there is sometimes dissatisfaction, even where both 
parties are honest and sincere. 


ADVERTISING RATES 
Advertising rates, $100.00 a page: half page $50.00; quarter page 
$25.00; eighth page $12.50; one ingh single olen, $6.25. 
ys “Chassified advertising 5c. 


a rate to subscribers 


Special rates for hotels, steree 
a word, display advertisements $53 


of FIELD AND STREAM. 
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Practical Dry-Fly Fishing 
By EMLYN M. GILL 


Readers of FIELD AND STREAM who have been reading with interest 
the series of articles on the coming of the dry-fly to America aud its appli- 
cation to American streams will be interested to know that a complete treatise 
on the subject has been published, in book form, under the above title. 
“Practical Dry-Fly Fishing’’—like this form of fishing itself—has evidently 
come to stay, and the book has been greeted with unqualified commendation by 
anglers everywhere. 

| From the Camp-Fire Club of America comes the following commendation: 
“It is my pleasant duty to advise you that the book—‘Practical Dry-Fly Fishing,’ 
by Emlyn M. Gill, has, by unanimous vote, received the award ‘Highly Com- 
mended’ from the Literary Honors Committee of the Camp-Fire Club of 

















ez America.” Accordingly the title page bears the inscription “Awarded High 
> : ae eee Honor by the Camp-Fire Cluk of America.” 
. La ee Some of America’s most famous sportsmen express themselves in regard to 





“Practical Dry-Fly Fishing” in these terms: 


“IT heartily approve Mr. Gill’s book on ‘Practical a Fly Fishing’ both on account of the interesting facts stated, and the admirable 
English in which they are presented.” Dr. W.T. HORNADAY 

“As a prophet of this new and gentle cult, Gill hs ‘done a service to the Western world.”” ERNEST THOMPSON SETON 

“I have read Mr. Gill’s took with a great "deal of interest and pleasure and it is perfect for its purpose. He opens the way toward the 
highest art and I feel that his book is worthy of the highest commendation.”” CHARLES LIVINGSTON BULL 

Practical Dry-Fly Fishing’ is a model handbook. Its directions are illuminating in detail, yet never wearisome, The pithy summaries 
that follow extended instructions make for effective teaching, The author's sunny humor and open-mindedness pervade every page and 
his reportorial and editorial training shine forth in the easy ‘flow and lucidity of his sentences, He taught me to catch trout on my own 
stream which I had fished for a full generation.” A, W. Dimock 


We feel that every reader of FIELD AND STREAM will want to own a copy of this 
work, and by special arrangement with the publisher we are able to make, in connection 
with a subscription to FIELD AND STREAM, the following 

SPECIAL OFFER :—A copy of “Practical Dry-Fly Fishing” (regular price $1.25) and a 
year’s subscription to FIELD AND STREAM (regular price $1.50) both for....... $2.00 
To those who are already subscribers or prefer to remain news-stand readers, we will be 
giad to furnish the book, postpaid, for... ..cecccccscccccccccccccccccccsccecccees $1.29 


Address, BOOK DEPARTMENT, FIELD AND STREAM PUB. CO. 
456 Fourth Avenue, New York City 

















| [hisFine Sharpening Stone 


= and Hundreds 
ie of Other Gifts 


FREE ¢o 
Sportsmen 


blooded Sports- 
man’s magazine, 


THE OUTER’S BOOK 


Size 3x 1% x % in. wants to send you, and every other sports- 
man in the country who is not acquainted with it, one of these handy pocket stones with soft 
leather case, one course and one fine side. Every shooter, camper, fisherman and nature 
lover would like one of these stones and will also like the Cuter’s Book. Mail $1.50, the regu- 
lar subscription price and you will receive the stone FREE with our compliments by return 
post, and the magazine, once a month, for a year. 
If you do not care for the stone, choose one of the following items in its place. Any one of them is free 
with a year’s subscription at $1.50: One artificial casting bait (any standard make); Heddon $1. 
Rod; Marble’s Waterproof Match Safe; Marble’ 's Fo! Screw Driver; Frazer Butt sats Brigg: 's Min- 
now Trap; Keep-’Em-Alive Fish Stringer; Sixty Yea Reel; Chubb 
Trout |'lies; 50 yds. Bing’s Casting Line; good aher & | 


Outer’s Beit Baldwin Camp Lamy sos Dallr Or Send Us 25 Cents 


k | il refunded if you don’t| for» special 3 months’ trial sub- 



























































lik th ipti Will make you another 
Addrees Dep. B, Uilwaukes, Wis. | Premium offer at the end of it 
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F or Your Den 


OR YOUR 


Sportsmen 


F riends 
Hard Luck 


a Series 
OF 
Sportsmen's Pictures 


By FRANK STICK 
AND 


EDWARD V. BREWER * HARD LUCK” 





** UNEXPECTED” 


@ This series represents the successful endeavor of years to carry out an idea. They are 
different from all other sportsmen’s pictures, which have invariably typified success, while 
here the hard luck side of field sports is given prominence. 
q For lovers of good guns, goo dogs and good shooting. Exactly suited for the walls of 
your oiltice, den or camp. True in coloring. Considered as a present, whether for your- 
self or a friend, nothing can be more appropriate, or more likely to be welcomed, than a 
set of these pictures. 
@ The prints we are offering you are the exact color reproductions of the original paintings 
in oil, on heavy plate paper, pebbled and ready for framing, size 15 x 22% inches. 
@ The first edition of these pictures was limited to a small number, and as we have only a 
few left we would suggest your placing your order at once, as we cannot guarantee how 
long they will last. 
PRICE: 
Each picture without the magazine ° ° ° . . $ .50 
Any one with year’s subscription to Field and Stream : 1.75 
Any two with magazine - - - - = = - 2.00 
Any three with magazine cite” «+ wee - ee 2.25 
Entire series with magazine -~— - .* * - . 2.50 


FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING COMPANY 


456 FOURTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 
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ANNOUNCEMENT 


1912 1913 


8 CRUISES 


me PANAMA CANAL 
WEST INDIES, BERMUDA 


tute SPANISH MAIN 


BY THE 


S. S. MOLTKE S. S. VICTORIA LUISE 


January 4, 23; February 25, nen, 15, February 8, 
March 29, 1913 arch 11, April 10, 1913. 


AROUND THE WORLD 


Sailing from — York October 19, 1912 
San Francisco February 6, 1913 


by S. S. Cleveland (17,000 Tons), duration 110 days. Cost $650 
up, including all necessary expenses aboard and ashore, railway, 
hotel, shore excursions, guide fees, etc. 











COMPREHENSIVE 

TouROFTHE ORIENT 
from New York, January 30, 1913, by Steamship 
Cincinnati (17,000 Tons), an mated trip, $350 and up. 


NILE. SERVICE ! by F's ll a 


Anglo-American Nile Company. 


To SOUTH AMERICA 


A 20,000-mile Cruise. 


SAIL NGS. To JAMAICA 
THE PANAMA CANAL sTramens 


Write for booklet, stating cruise 


HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE 
41-45 BROADWAY :: NEW YORK CITY 


Boston Philadelphia Pittsburgh Chicago St.Louis San Francisco 
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ARE YOU A 
MEMBER 


of our great big Hunting, Fishing, 
Camping, Nature-Loving National 
Sportsman Brotherhood? If not, 
now’s the time to join. You don’t 
have to “ride the goat’’ or “go t« 
lodge."” The lodge comes to you 
once every month in the shape of a 
160.page richly illustrated maga 
zine, crammed from cover to cover 
with a wealth of interesting stories 
and information about guns, fish 
ing tackle, camp outtits, the bes: 
places to go for fish and game and 
a thousand and one valuable “How 
to” hints for sportsmen ‘The 
National Sportsman Magazine isa 
lodge where thousands of brother 
Sportsmen from all over the 
country, gather together once a 
month and teil of their experiences 
with rod, dog, rifle and gun. 






















Hotel Puritan 


Commonwealth Avenue, Boston 


100 Yards West of Massachusetts Avenue Car Lines 


Che Distinctive Boston House 


The annual dues to 
the National Sportsman 
Brotherhood are $1.00 
(no initiation tee 
charged) and on receipt 
of this amount, we will 
enter your name on our 

Maing list so that 

you will receive the 

Magazine regularly 

every month. We will 

also sendyou byreturn 
mail your choice of a 
National Sportsma: 
Brotherhood emblem ir 
the form of aWatch Fob, 


and one of the most inviting hotels in the 
world to transient and permanent guests 
who demand the best. 


Attractive hotel booklet will be mailed on request; also, 
for those interested in early New England, the ‘‘Story 
of the Puritans,”’ a little book of some merit. 


~ lapel button or scart 
~S a pin as shown herewith, 
DON’T DELAY. JOIN OUR BROTHERHOOD TODAY 
C. D. COSTELLO, Manager NATIONAL SPORTSMAN BROTHERHOOD, 76 Federal Street 
0 N, MASS. 


Several desirable rooms and suites at modest prices. 























THE WHITTIER INN 


SEA GATE, NEW YORK HARBOR 











AN IDEAL HOTEL HOME FOR SUMMER 
Open from May to November 
: The Inn is situated in a private park maintained 
by the local cottage community. 

Rooms with private bath and porch. 

Rooms are available in nearby cottages to those who 
prefer them, service and privileges of the Inn being 
the same. 

A clean broad beach with ample bathing facilities, 
Tennis, baseball, rowing and sailing. 

Private boat service to and from New York City. 
Also frequent train service to Brooklyn. 

Telephone Garage 


A Delightful Place—Just 45 Minutes by Private Boat from New York 


Rates and Booklet Upon Application 
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TO ADVERTISERS 








With the August issue, the well- 
known monthly 


rs WY 
RECREATION 
was merged with the outdoor publication 


The Illustrated Outdoor World 


under the new title of 





The Iitustrated 


‘OuidartWera 


AND 


RECREATION 


For a limited time advertisers may 
take advantage of the combined circu- 
lations of the two magazines at the old 
Recreation rate 





OutTpoor Wor.Lp PUBLISHING COMPANY 
ARGUS BUILDING, 17 WEST 42d STREET 
NEW YORK 
CHICAGO OFFICE DETROIT OFFICE 
14 WEST WASHINGTON STREET 1329 MAJESTIC BUILDING 
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Do You 
Play Ball? 


Do You Go 
to the Games ? 


Yes! Do you read the 


Baseball 


Magazine? 


No? Why Not? 








You are not a dyed-in-the-wool 
fan if you don't. It’s the only 
magazine devoted to the GREAT 

AMERICAN GAME. 


Founded four years ago and pub- 
lished every month the year round, 
each issue has been better than the 
previous one. 

Get it. Read what the League 
Presidents, Team Owners and Star 
Players have to say. 

Think of what you have missed in 
the last four years, then cut out the 
coupon and send with 25¢ (coin or 
stamps) for a sample copy and a 
handsome photogravure art poster 
(size 20 x 12) of any of the following 
players, Cobb, Chance, Home Run 
Baker, $25,000 Marty O’Toole, Wag- 
ner, Mathewson, Evers, Jennings; or 
a copy of Who’s Who in Baseball— 
a 64-page book. 


Baseball Magazine, 65 Fifth Ave., New York. 
Gentlemen: 

Enclosed find 25c (in 2c stamps or coin) for 
which please send me prepaid a sample copy and 
Art poster Of... ccccccccccccccccccseccccccs ; oF 
Who’s Who in Basebail. 


Name cccccccccccccece eCity scccccccccceccccese 
Sevect cecccccccccccescoStAte covcccccccccccccce 









INCLUDE THE WELKOM WARMER 
OUTFIT 


mt! 


NO WATER 
TO HEAT 


NO RUBBER 
TO ROT 


Welkom Warmer Outfit 


The only modern, safe and effective substitute for the anti- 
quated Hot Water Bag. 
_ It is made of metal and heated within one minute by simply 
lighting a tube containing a blazeless and smokeless fuel generat- 
ing a uniform heat lasting over two hours at a cost of less than 
one cent. Will last for years. 

It is curved to fit any portion of the body and weighs less than 
5 ounces. 

Endorsed by the medical profession as very effective in cases of 

heumatism, Neuralgia, Lumbago, etc. 

Complete outfit including 10 tubes of fuel sent prepaid upon 
receipt of $1.00. 

rite today for folder explaining the merits of this wonderful 

new device. 


WELKOM WARMER MFG. CO. 


Dept. A. J., 108 Fulton St., New York 






































Mastering Rifles and Shotguns 
——= Can be simplified by read- 


lowing recent additions to 
this series of practical 


RIFLES AND RIFLE 
SHOOTING—Charles 
Askins. Relative merits 
of different guns. Tar- 
get practice, snap shoot- 
ing, wing shooting. 





The new text- 
books for outdoor 
work and play 








SPORTING FIREARMS 
—Horace Kephart. Shotguns and rifles. 
Range, trajectory, killing power, mechanism, 
various loads, boring, testing. 

WING AND TRAP SHOOTING—Charles 
Askins. Only modern manual in existence 
dealing with shotgun shooting. 

Purchase from bookstores or direct at 70 
cents acopy. Postage extra, 5 cents. 


Send for free Outing Handbook catalogue. 


OUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY 
saseas WEST Sere ST NEW veux 7S 193 s, MICHIGAN AVB.CHICAGO 
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“BREAKING WATER!” 


A beautiful picture for your dining - room, 
office, camp or club. 


This black and white cut is a minia- 
ture of a four colored reproduction of 
one of H. A. Driscole’s latest paintings 
of a small mouth black bass. 


Many of our readers have taken ad- 
vantage of the four colored reproduc- 
tion we have been offering of Driscole’s 
brook trout and are familiar with his 
work. He has long been famed for his 
paintings of fish, and we know that this 
particular one cannot fail to please you. 


The size of this reproduction is 6 x 10 
and when framed it is impossible to tell 
it from the original canvas. The edition 
is limited so order at once. 


We are making a special offer for the readers 
of FIELD AND STREAM only. We will send 
this picture securely packed for mailing for 25c. 





FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO. 
456 FOURTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY 

















Then You Want The 
“Amateur Trainer” 


By ED. F. HABERLEIN 


A plain, practical and concise, yet thorough, 
guide in the art of training, handling and the cor- 
recting of faults of hunting dogs. Acknowledged 
by authorities and amateurs alike the most prac- 
tical book on training ever published. The author 
is a trainer of over 20 years’ experience. 

Not a large volume of pastime reading matter, 
but guaranteed to contain the most practical in- 
formation on the subject at any price. Sent post- 
paid on receipt of price—paper cover, $1.00, daely 
cloth bound and gold embossed, $1.50. 


Address all orders to 
FIELD AND STREAM PUB. CO, 
456 Fourth Ave., New York 
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ATTENTION 


Field and Stream Readers!!! 


Every sportsman should wear the very 
latest Collis’s 20th Century Patent Safety 


This fob is 
designed to 
meet the re- 
quirements of 
the sportsman. 
It is impossi- 
ble to lose 
your. watch 
while hunting, 
fishing, or in 
fact, in any 
walk of life. 

Observe that 
there are no 
buckles to 
wear brassy 
It is an ideal 
fob for the 


COLLIS 


sportsman or sportswoman. 
PRICES: 

Roman Gold Finish 

Oxidized Finish 

Red and Green Gold Finish 

Sterling Silver Finish 
When ordering, kindly state finish de- 

sired, and send post-office money order to 


H. J. COLLIS MFG. CO., Taunton, Mass. 
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orld's Stock Champion 





- International Champion 





National Car wins 500-mile race, Indianapolis 
Motor Speedway. Time, 6 hours 21 minutes 
6 seconds; average of 78.72 miles per hour, 
lowering the record by 4.11 miles per hour. 


From the Factory, through the Race- 
Test, comes the National car you own. 
Racing is but part of the manufac- 
turing process that tests and perfects 
National cars for your safety, comfort 
and indefatigable service. 

That the National again proved its 
superiority is your unimpeachable guide 
to the best car, regardless of cost. The 
race demonstrates the reliability, power 
and longevity of the National. 

We do not sell you a racing car. We 
do sell you a car embodying the prin- 
ciples found perfect, and able to stand 
the hardest of tests. We sell you a car 
that has proved its superiority over all 
others. 


The National Series V is the criterion 
in every respect for 1913. With left- 
hand drive and center control, long 
wheel base, deep luxurious upholstery, 
self-starter, tire pump, integral part of 
motor, gas and electric lights, long low 
bodies of beautiful design and _ finish, 
long resilient springs, powerful but 
flexible motor, noiseless and comfortable, 
no other car offers greater service or 
enjoyment than the National. 

The 500-mile race is a positive test 
where the National’s Quality is proven 
to be the best, most reliable and 
durable. 

Write at once for Series “V” Book. 
It is the 1913 motor car style book. 


Long Stroke Motor, 4% x6 
Four Models, $2,600 to $3,000 


NATIONAL “40”—INDIANAPOLIS 
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You can easily curtail 


The High Cost of Motoring 
|" Buy a trial set of GUARANTEED 


PENNSYLVANIA 


VACUUM CUP \ 
TIRES 


For Summer use these tires afford a very con- 
siderable saving of trouble and expense. Besides 
their famously effective anti-skid feature and the 
printed definite guarantee of 4,000 actual miles’ 
service attached to each casing, Vacuum Cu 

Tires have the unique faculty of keeping oa 
They do not ‘“‘heat up” and soften as a result of 
fast travel on hot or dry roads. This remarkable 
radiating power is unique in tires. It means longer 
life and longer wear. 


Full purchase price refunded if your set of Vac- 
uum Cup Tires fails to convince you after reason- 
able trial that they absolutely prevent skidding 
on wet or greasy pavements. 


Ask your own tire dealers, or write us 


PENNSYLVANIA RUBBER CO. 


Jeannette, Pa. 
Re-organized February 1, 1910 
BRANCHES 
Pittsburgh, 505 Liberty Ave. Minneapolis, 34 So. Eighth St. 
Chicago, 1004 Michigan Ave. Kansas City, 514 East 15th S:. 

Detroit, 254 Jefferson Ave. Cleveland, 1837 Euclid Ave. 
PENNSYLVANIA RUBBER CO., of N. Y. 
New York City, 1700 Broadway 
PENNSYLVANIA RUBBER CO., of California 
San Francisco, 512-14 Mission St. Los Angeles, 930 S. Main St. 
An Independent Company with 
an Independent Selling Policy 





























We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 








@ Advertisements in this department have proven particularly effective in selling dogs and live game, and in selling, 
exchanging or obtaining rifles, shotguns, revolvers, canoes, tents, fishing rods and tackle, sporting properties, cameras, 
binoculars, or anything else in which sportsmen are interested. You undoubtedly have something you want to dispose 
of by sale, or exchange. Advertise it here. The rate is 5c. a word for straight reading matter, or $5 an inch for display. 





KENNEL, PET STOCK AND LIVE GAME 










Do You Feed 
Your Dog 
Like a Pig 
on odd scraps 
and waste? Or 
do you treat him 
as he deserves ? 
Austin’s Dog 
Bread is real dog 3 
food. Made of 
just the things that are good for your dog 








at all seasons—clean, sweet meat, cereals 
and flour. No waste materials are used. 
Will give your dog a glossy coat, a clear 
eye, and sound muscles. 

Send Postal for Free Sample 


Just mention name, ad- 









dress and whether you 
want Austin’s Dog Bread 


or Puppy Bread (for small a 
dogs and puppies under 
; six months) and give your 
dealer’s name, please. 
Austin Dog Bread & 
= 


Animal Food Co. 
205 Marginal St., Chelsea, Mass. 











: | “Airedale Farm Kennels 
Spring Valley, N.Y. 
The largest Farm Home for 
ired dale Terriers in the coun- 

, - Always have all ages of 
Registered Stock 4 sane. 

watch sg companions and CHUMS FOR CHILDR 

Asan all around dog no breed on earth equals the Aire rm wil no 

kennelin America can furnish better stock. 








English Setters, Pointers, Beagles and Fox Hounds 
Our reputa- 
siness, and 


finest stock in the world, sold under positive 
tion~is backed by I ield & Stream—a lifetiy 
hundreds of unsolicited testimonials from all part 


HOPEWELL KENNELS, Stewartstown, Pa. 


BEING OVERSTOCKED I will offer my entire kennel 

of trained setters and pointers at $30 each. Fox hounds 
$30 each; coon hounds $30; rabbit hounds $15; setter, 
pointer and hound puppies $10 each. Sepped on thirty 
days’ trial; send stamp for illustrated catalo . Blue 
Grass Farm Kennels. Stanley Blake, Mgr.., Bers y, Ky. 
ENGLISH SETTER PUPPIES out of Champion Prince 

Rodney, Count Danstone and Toledo Blade stock. 
Whelped June 9th; eligible to register and pedigree fur- 
nished. Write to Rev. O. L. Curl, Carey, O. 


REGISTERED “er aS reggie 
an grown ogs. ‘ups guarantee man trailers. ax 
» Fredonia, Kansas. 




















CHAMPION 
DOG 
| BISCUIT 


Keeps Dogs Healthy, Vigorous and 
in good Coat. 


Made of Clean Sweet Meat, Cereals 
and Flour 


Crisp, Clean, Appetizing 


“Ask the Man Who Feeds It” 


Send for Booklet D and Free Sample 


ST. PAUL BREAD CO. 
St. Paul, Minn. 











Clusky, N. Dak. 


O. K. Kennels, Maryc lel, p\ 





FOR SALE—Thoroughbred setter puppies from strong, 
hardy stock. Either sex $5.00. Guaranteed to_ please 
you, or money refunded. Jack McBride, Joplin, Mo. 





FOR SALE —Sobeunle. beagles, rabbit and skunk 
ounds, Ilillside Kennels, Kennett* Square, Pa. 





WANTED a good water spaniel, also a good pointer 
or setter, must be A No. 1. J. P. Schroeder, Me- 


FERRETS FOR SAL E. Send he free cat: see. George 
Schon ondel, Marshallville, , O. 


Ww ANI TE D. Pointers and setters to train; game 
plenty. Also two bro 5 n dogs for sale. H. H. Smith, 
Md. 








FOR SALE- - Beat itiful English setters sired by the great 
Captain Whitestone and Imported Haverford Count. All 
papers furnished for registration. Wm. Suhling, Kamps- 


ville, Il 





THE CELEBRATED HUNGARIAN and English par- 
tridges and pheasants, capercailzies, black game, wile 
turkeys; quail, rabbits, deer, etc., for stocking purposes. 
Fancy pheasants, peafowls, cranes, storks, ornamental 
geese and ducks, foxes, squirrels, ferrets, etc. All kinds 
»f birds and animals bought and sold. Wenz & Macken- 
sen, Dept. N. Pheasantry and Game Park, Yardley, Pa. 





FOR SALE-—Thoroughbred English setters; six months 
old, Sire Jock Lingfield No. 19692, dam Bridget Dan- 

stone, No. 19205. Great hunting strain. $25 each with 

” papers furnished. Bargain. D. C. Davis, Cimarron, 
ans. 






































RABBIT HOUNDS for sale. Trial allowed. Stamp for 





Circular. COMRADE KENNELS, Bt icyrus, Ohio. 
1HE STANFORD “BEAGLES GE T THE BEST 
Grown beagles and puppies ready to train. Eight d 
at stud. Photos 4c. stamps. STANFORD KENNEL S. 

Bangall, N. Y. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


WANTED—UCopies of the April, May, June, July and 

August, 1911, issues of F1reELD AND STREAM. Copies of 
the current or subsequent issues of FIELD AND STREAM 
will be sent, postpaid, to any one sending us one ort 
more of the issues mentioned above. Field and Stream 
Pub. Co., 456 bkourth Ave, N. Y¥. City. 











ANYONE CAN TAN THEIR OWN SKINS AND FURS. 
With my formulas and up-to-date methods vou can do 
this interesting and profitable work without experiment 
or risk. I guarantee your success from your first at 
tempt. No other formulas or methods compare with mine 
for certainty of results and finish. This instodes full 
mail instructions for dressing and mounting animal Bc 
and hides into beautiful and valuable robes and rugs with 
mounted heads. All for the one price while they last. 
Price for all, complete, $3.00 postpaid. EDWIN DIXON, 
Expert Taxidermist, Main Street, Unionville, Ontario. 





FOR SALE—Germinable vild rice seed. Shipment in 
September for fall sowin Shipped wet as recom- 

mended by the Department ‘of Agriculture. Place your 

order at once. Robert Campbell, Keene, Ontario. 





MIL IT ARY RIF LES all styles restocked $10. Sporting 
style, checkered pistol grips. Shotguns $5.00. Address 
W. F., care of Field and Stream. 





FOR SALE- 
splerdidly located. 
boro, N. C. 


Interest in game preserve of 6,000 acres, 
Apply to C. H. Ireland, Greens 





SECRETS OF SELF-MASTERY. Send ten cents in 
silver and self-addressed stamped envelope to Box 506, 
Station, Los Angeles, Cal. 





WE HAVE ON HAND the original paintings used for 
the handsome cover designs appearing each month on 
FIELD AND STREAM. These are handsome oil paint 
ings, about 21” x 30” in size, and will make cracker-jack 
decorations for your den or dining room. All the let- 
tering has been put on in water-color, so that it may be 
readily removed without injuring the painting. Write or 
call for further information, prices, etc. Field and 
Stream Pub. Co., 456 Fourth Ave., N. Y. City. 





FOR SALE—Two large mounted moose heads, 50 and 

54 in. spread of horns, very heavy and well formed, 
perfect mounts in every way; duty free. I will ship by 
express on approval, prepaid, anywhere in U. S. A., at 
my risk of your acceptance; very reasonable prices. 
Nowhere else can you get the class of work and quality 
of specimen that I supply, at anywhere near my prices. 
Let me prove this to you. Edwin Dixon, Ontario’s Lead- 
ing Taxidermist, Unionville, Ont. 





BIG MONEY WRITING SONGS. Hundreds of dol 
lars have been made by writers of successful words 
and music. Past experience unnecessary. Send us your 
song poems, with or without music. Acceptance guar- 
anteed, if available, by largest publishers in Washington 
mly place to secure copyright. Kirkus Dugdale 
Company, Dept. 72, Washington, D. C. 


HIGH-GRADE SHOTGUN FOR SALE—Great bargain. 

$80 Sauer double-barrel gun, shot only twice, on my 
hands, and will make extra good price for quick sale. 
Here’s a chance for someone to get a crackerjack gun, 
brand new, right at the opening of the season. Jim 
Calder, Room 810, 456 Fourth Ave., N. Y. City. 








Motor Craft Encyclopedia. 175-page illustrated book that 

tells 1,001 things every motor boatman should know. 
The best book published on engine trouble. Price. $1.00 
postpaid. FIELD & STREAM, Book Dept., 456 Fourth 
Ave., 1» New York City. 





INDIAN SOCKS=Extra heavy and all amine ante by 

Puget Sound Indians; yarn hand spun and socks 7 
made; everlasting wear; 75c. a pair postage paid, W. 
Udall, 912 Commerce, Tacoma, Wash. 






















FOR SALE—Large 12-point mounted elk head, two 

extra‘ large and fine mounted white tail deer heads, a 
few larger sets of moose, elk and deer horns;. all at 
reduced prices, duty free Write me. Edwin Dixon, 
Expert Taxidermist, Unionville, Ontario. 








MORRIS CANVAS CANOES 


Built in high grade only. Pleased to send catalogue. 
B. M. MORRIS, VEAZIE, MAINE 











JOHN MURGATROYD 
EXPERT TAXIDERMIST 


Birds, Animals, Fish and Game Heads Mounted 
Skins Tanned & made into Rugs 


57 West 24th Street New York 




















Made from old Va. Sun-Cured To- 
bacco. No artificial flavors, but just 
the good old aromatic Yobacco that 
nleases,free from bite a nut-like taste 
All quality, nothing fancy. Sent 
prepaid 8Sc. pound. Sample 10c. 


Amy Jasper L. Rowe, Richmond, Va. 

















THE VERMONT / ACADEMY BOYS 


Saxtons River,Vermont. An ideal school for wholesome training and 

thorough education. Special attention to life in the open Certif 

icate tv colleges. Lower school for younger boys. ‘Terms, $400-$500. 
GEORGE B, LAWSON, A. M.,D. D., Principal 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 


ITS PURITY HAS MADE IT FAMOUS 














Grow $25,000 in Three Years From % Acre 


Raise Hydrastis. Results guaranteed. Plants for sale with easy can’t- 
fail plans for growing and | buy all you raise. Write at once. 


CHAS. L. DODGE Albany, Wis. 











WHITE IS RIGHT 


The system of perfect planking, bevel- 
ing and lapping,—employed in the White 
ogg makes a canoe just what it should 
re. 

In building Canvas Canoes this way we 
ward off any possibility of cracks from 
swelling and shrinking and the possibility 
of sand and gravel working through to the 
canvas. 

Buy the canoe with a materially length- 
ened life. 


Catalog on request. 
Old Town, Maine 


E. M. WHITE @ Co. 
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SUBSCRIPTION TERMS: In the United States of America, Cuba | ACCORDING to the new postal regulations, all subscriptions must 
and American possessions, $1.50 a year; in Canada $2.00; and all | be paid in advance. We will therefore be obliged to discontinue 
other countries $2.50. Sold on all newsstands, 1Bc. a copy. our subscription upon date of expiration, notice of which you will 

Entered as second class mail matter at the Post Office of the City of | find in the last issue, and we ask that you will send renewal on 
NewYork. Issued Monthly. Copyright1912. Allrightsreserved. | receipt of this blank. 


E. F. WARNER, President WARREN H. MILLER, Editor IRVING MYERS, Secretary 
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The 
Angler's and 
Sportsman's Guide for Isle 


(The only Resort and Guide Directory in 
America—-Formerly the Angler’s Guide) 


Completely revised with the following new features 


“WHERE TO GO DIRECTORY,” containing the best hunting, camping 
and fishing places in America, giving railroads, steamships, hotels, camps, 
guides and best accommodations. 

SPECIAL ARTICLES. Dry Fly Fishing, by E. M. Gill. Tournament 
Casting, by Kk. Johnston Held. Surf Casting, by E. B. Rice, Jersey Coast Fish- 
ing, by F. B. Alexander. Pacific Coast Fishing, by Charles Frederick Holder. 
Mounting and Skinning fish, Fishmg knots, colored plates showing most ef- 
fective flies, together with a complete record and photographs of the winners 
in Tield and Stream’s Record Game Fish Contest, giving weight, size, 
place and tackle used in taking the Record Fish caught during 1911. 





You absolutely can’t get along without it. In 
the three years we have been publishing this book 
we have been collecting little tips on the various 
phases of fishing from expert anglers every- 
where and the 1912 edition, rewritten and im- 
proved from cover to cover and handsomely 


1912 Edition ~~ 


ANGLER 














SPORTSMAN 
GUIDE 


HOW. WHEN and WHERE TO 
HUNT and FISH 


Including 
LATEST FISH ond 
GAME LAWS of 

U. S. end CANADA 


PUBLISHED THE 
FIELD AND STREA BLISHING CO 








bound in cloth, is the most complete and authori- 
tative book of the kind published. The Fish and 
Game Laws for 1912, included in the “Guide,” are 
alone worth the price of the book. But the book 
will also tell you When—the best season—Where 
—giving many virgin waters,—and How—telling 
the best methods of angling used by the most suc- 
cessful fishermen everywhere. Read the partial 
list of contents given above. 


SPECIAL OFFER 


$2.00 


Angler’s and Sportsman’s Guide, 
Regular Price, $1.00 
A Year’s Subscription to Field and Stream, 
Regular Price, $1.50 





Field and Stream Publishing Co. 


456 Fourth Avenue 


New York City 











We guarantee advertising on ‘this page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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OUTING FOR SEPTEMBER 


Is areal magazine. It’s 
“FALL SHOOTING” pri- 
marily but rounded out to 
porn Hr x satisfy the out- 
door man. 

USING THE WOOD- 
EN CLUBS IN GOLF, by 
Harold H. Hilton. How the 
changes in golf courses have 
placed increased emphasis 
on the long drive. an 
of the long drive. The use 
of wooden clubs through 
the fair green and for ap- 
proaching. 

THE SAFETY OF 
FLIGHT, by Claude Gra- 
hame-White. Refutes the 
argument against the aero- 
plane on the ground of its 
dangers—analyzing the ac- 
cidents—how they might 
have been avoided. 


THE ATTACK IN TENNIS, by Raymond D. Little. 
How to use your brains on the court—out guessing the other 
man or guessing what he is going to do before he does it. 


ments are backed up by incidents that have come 
. Little’s personal observations. 


OVER THE INTERIOR ANDES. 

ECHOES OF THE WILD RICE. 

FIELD WORK AT CLAY BIRDS. 

TWO-HUNDRED YARD SHARP SHOOTING. 

PRACTICAL ARTICLES ON DOGS, FISHING, POULTRY, Etc. 


REAL OUTDOOR FICTION. 


GET IT FROM YOUR NEWSDEALER—or better still 


news-stands 25 cents. 


OUTING MAGAZINE 
§41-145 WEST 36TH ST NEW YORK 


send us your name and address with a dollar bill AT OUR 
e will send you this number and five others up to 
March 1913. Regular subscription price $3.00 a year, all 


OUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY 
lachti OUTING HANDBOOKS 


122 S. MICHIGAN AVE. CHICAGO 














All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 


























EDWARD C, CROSSMAN 


One of the world’s most famous rifle shots. Au- 
thority on firearms. Has done more than any living 
writer to popularize the military bolt action rifles for 
big game hunting. Holds record of 148 ex. 150 
at the 200, 300 and 500 yard ranges. Secretary 
of the Los Angeles Rifle Ciub. 
































A 41A-LB. STEELHEAD TROUT CAUGHT BY H. O, PHILLIPS 











See Stories of the Prise Fishing Contest, p. 529 
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NUMBER FIVE 


“THE COLD, DAMP WIND KEPT THE DUCKS MOVING 


THE SPIRIT OF THE HUNTER’S MOON 


A DUCK SHOOT ON THE WESTERN PRAIRIE LAKES 


BY THEODORE MACKLIN 


UMMER has passed. Those hot, 
S bright days and sudden inky thunder- 
storms have left us for a season and 
Mother Nature has changed her mind 


again and breathed forth upon us the spirit 





of fall. Day by day the evenings have 
grown dark more quickly and the twilight 
has learned to spread a chilliness that 
drives one homeward to the fireplace. The 
wind has lost its peaceful, murmuring 





“I'VE MARKED EIGHT MORE MALLARDS OVER IN THE RUSHES” 


voice and fast is gaining back those fa- 
miliar wintry moans. The leaves, all 
tinted red and brown and gray, are falling 
while the wind swiftly drifts them into 
rocks and hollows. In the distance a 
small blur of black undulates upward and 
to and fro. Like a huge puff of black 
smoke blown by the wind it dips, waves 
and grows larger to the vision. Suddenly 
it appears as thousands of small specks 
in rapid motion, and before you realize it 
a lingering flock of blackbirds speeds past 
toward the winter home to the southward. 
And in memory the old familiar lake looms 
up with its wavy clump of rushes, its 
wind-beaten, wave-cut open places, where 
the bluebills rock about like chips of wood, 
where the greenwings and bullet ducks 
flash past like streaks of lightning and the 
proud mallards circle back and forth ere 


they curve their wings to decoy. And the 
thought flashed across my mind that this 
dreaming was the spirit of the fall time 
catching hold of me, even as it is stirring 
you and all the rest. 

Have you ever felt the spirit of the fall 
time? Have you answered its friendly 
calling? If so, you’ve searched the cellar 
for patched-up hip boots. The attic has 
shaken with the stamp of excitement as 
you scattered hunting coat and_ thick, 
warm clothes about the floor. All the 
neighbors realized what was doing when, 
in the forgetfulness of pleasure, you tuned 
that noisy duck call. Guess I ought to 
know. They are some eighty thousand 
such experiments carried out upon the 
prairies of Iowa each fall. No telling how 
many more fellows would like to try it. 
There are lakes and marshes all through 
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northern and northwestern Iowa where 
sportsmen from every part of the State, 
as well as other States, go to enjoy a few 
days of recreation. 

To most men hunting has an instinctive 
appeal. It is the call of nature, whose 
lure ever reaches that dominant spark of 
burly manhood descended from ancestors 
in primitive times who followed the chase 


on marsh and woodland. Come on! 
Breathe in the spirit of the fall time. Re- 
vive the love of cold gray days. Fetch 


your gun and boots. Forget not those 
wooden ducks. We're off. Away from 
noise and duties. Life is a pleasure, after 
all. The cold sharp wind sends an early 
chill up and down your back and put am- 
bition into your clouded brain. The old 
prejudices that kept you out of the game 
disappear while the click of wheels and 
the puffing of the engine rush you toward 
the goal. 

A team and a wagon box rattled over 
country roads. Would that I had been all 
eyes! Mallards here and ducks flying 
there and everywhere. That mollycoddle 


The Spirit of the Hunter’s Moon 


**4 REAL DUCK BOAT IS THE FIRST OF ALL CONVENIEN(C ES” 






467 


chum was all questions, eagerness and 
delight. The lake was in sight. Great 


flocks of ducks drifting, circling every- 
where.’ Another moment and the familiar 
clubhouse was reached. It stood on the 
south bank of the lake. We had no use 
for questions, no time for loafing. <A 
dozen other shacks were swarming with 
their Nimrod crews. Nervously the wag- 
on was unloaded to the familiar whistle 
of big flocks as they sped overhead and 
downward to the lake. From the shack 
came sounds of splitting kindling wood 
that gave great promises of big eatin’s in 
the old clubroom. 

“Get them bunks made up for sleepin’,” 
called Jack as he made a rush for the open 
in time to see a swarm of b:rds settle on 
the lake within gunshot of shore. “Noth- 
in’ but mudhens,” and back to work he 
went. 

The boats were lugged down to the 
landing, shell vests loaded with fours and 
sixes, and guns put together when the 
cook yelled “Supper!” 

We hove to and satisfied each and all 








468 Field and Stream 


that in the spirit of the occasion there 
were no grouches in the bunch. It was 
night and the shooting on the lake was 
over till sunrise, while the shacks around 
the shore were marked by dozens of spar- 
kling lights. 

The wood crackled in the fireplace and 
in the dim light we sat close up and talked 
of game and sportsmen. From without 
came long-drawn quacks of noisy ducks. 
Now and then a honk-a-honk told of a 
flocks of Canadas signaling to light. The 
wind whistled and moaned in the trees 
and we knew what morning would mean. 

“Well, they ain’t goin’ to drain the 
lake, after all,” exclaimed one, changing 
the subject rather abruptly. 

“No, it’s going to stay, thanks to the 
united effort of sportsmen in all parts 
of the State,” said Jack. 

And then it was up to me to tell what 
had happened. “Years ago, some ten or 
twelve, a fellow—Kent we'll call him— 
got a bum hunch and started to drain 
Cairo Lake. It was the best fishin’ and 
huntin’ spot in the State. It didn’t pan 
out as well as he expected and so he or- 
ganized a company and a drainage district 
to put ina dredge. At last the water was 
run off. He claims to have raised some 
corn on it since, but the fact is that every 
spring it is simply a great marsh, grown 
to cat-tails, rice grass and scrub willows. 
li is useless in the fall. During the dry 
days of late summer great fires sweep its 
former 3,600 acres and burn the growth 
off, even smouldering for weeks in the 
dry peat. 

“Kent claims it a howling success, but 
it is a miserable fizzle. The hunters and 
fishermen have lost their greatest resort, 
and the cranks who ruined it have gained 
nothing but trouble and a bankruptcy that 
keeps them itching. Well, as we have 
since learned, another such attempt was 
started upon this very lake that we have 
come to. But what happened? Why, the 
sportsmen of the State were organized 
as never before. They would not endure 
another such occurrence as the one on 
Lake Cairo. Well-known hunters wrote 
and urged everyone interested in fishing, 
hunting and recreation to petition the Leg- 
islature not to permit the disposal of the 
lake for drainage. That was two years 


ago. The papers were full of it. Every 
sportsman was indignant. And _ what 
happened? Simply this;—nothing more 
has been heard about the matter. It was 
just stopped, that’s all. 

“And it is up to us to remember that 
86,000 hunters can do things and stop 
things if they want to. You bet they can! 
And there is a lot we’ve got to do here, 
teo, fellows. Our weakness is this—while 
we have strong sportsmen’s clubs in our 
various towns, still we have no State or- 
ganization. We should organize a State 
Sportsmen’s League. Some of the big 
things we can do are to stop the matter of 
spring shooting, prevent ihe drainage of 


*any more lakes good for recreation, and 


build up a strong sentiment for clean, 
strong sportsmen. The funds received 
for licenses should be expended in re- 
claiming lakes that have been lost, in 
deepening and beautifying our lakes and 
fostering game and game fish. The game 
hog can be discouraged and new, perma- 
nent ideals can be established among the 
people of the State. The State Fish and 
Game officers should become more inter- 
ested in sportsmen and their viewpoints, 
and both could easily be led to co-operate 
in game conservation. It only remains 
for definite organization. The local clubs 
should be united in a State league. Were 
some prominent man to write to each club 
and organize this league, it would be a 
great boon to Iowa sportsmen. Let us 
hear of such a man. He is the next log- 
ical step in the evolution of Iowa sports- 
manship.” 

My little speech drew out favorable 
comment and discussion, and so the time 
passed until by the flickering light of the 
fire our watches said ten o’clock. It was 
late and we left the embers in the fire- 
place to die out. 

What can a man ask for better than 
fried bacon and eggs, hot coffee and plenty 
of bread and butter? So long as it‘s only 
four o’clock in the morning and breakfast 
ready before you're up, a man’s got no 
kick! From the sound of the wind and 
the blackness out of doors, I remembered 
that three or four shirts and extra socks 
would scarcely keep even a warm-blooded 
chap from freezing. And, say, did you 
ever stamp about trying your “dumdest” 
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“WELL, WHAT DO You 


to get your heavily socked feet into long 
hip boots? It’s a circus,—you bet. Some- 
times it almost wears out a preacher’s 
patience. 

Well, anyway, you remember how a fel- 
low sort of feels his way down to the boat 
and steps in back of the decoys. And 
your heart just thumps when you think 
of what may happen before long. Fred 
and I left in separate boats. In using 
small boats it is always easier on the 
nerves and better for the temperament to 
be in different ones. However, it is more 
pleasant, from a social v:ewpoint, to hide 
fairly close together in the rushes and 
shoot over the same decoys. 

There are a few points that add much 
to duck-shooting pleasures. A real duck 
boat, pointed at both ends, made very low 
and fairly wide, is the first of all conven- 
















KNOW ABOUT THAT!” 


iences. For years it was my lot to hunt 
entirely from an awkward, immensely 
heavy scow that fairly exhausted a per- 
son while poling about the lake. During 
early fall hunting, when the ducks are 
secured by “jump shooting,” it is useless 
to try the sport unless one uses a small, 
light duck boat. An eight-foot push pad- 
dle is the most serviceable means of poling 
the boat and a pair of oars are often use- 
ful. Such a craft can be bought for $18 
to $30. Hip boots are of various styles 
and prices. The canvas-covered boots 
are very snag-proof and match well with 
the rushes in which one hides. Seven 
dollars covers the cost of boots. Always 
buy them a couple of sizes larger than 
the shoes worn in order to accommodate 
the extra socks you will often wish to 
wear. Your gun will have to be chosen 
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according to fancy. I use anything from 
a single barrel to a repeater and the faith- 
ful old double-barrel. At least $25 is re- 
quired for a fairly good duck gun. 

Decoys! Qh, yes, they can be home- 
made, either canvas or wood. I have 
gained a strong attachment for my dur- 
able, hollow cedar ducks. They look so 
lifelike and have proven themselves light 
enough to carry when occasion demands. 
Fitted with lead weights, strings and an- 
chors, they will cost $9 per dozen. 

And then the call. Do without a duck 
call? Well, I should say not. The most 
supreme moments of my life have been 
spent crouched low in the well-hidden 
boat talking to the mallards as they cir- 
cled close overhead, answering in short, 
quick chuckles the would-be entreaties of 
my wooden raft. Fun! Have you tried 
it? There can be no thrill of pleasure, 
no excitement equal to luring those wary, 
sly pintails into range or convincing the 
proud mallards that your decoys are real, 
live ducks. Duck calls sell for 35 cents 
to $1. 

And then you'll need a strong, grass- 
colored hunting coat and cap as well as 
trousers of the same material. Perhaps a 
vest is desirable. This will require an- 
other $10. But what is the cost compared 
with the pleasure that this equipment 
brings. It is but trifling. There is an 
added pleasure in knowing that you can 
arrive at the shack care-free even to the 
exclusion of worrying about decoys and 
boats and all the rest. 

Can you imagine us on that cold, raw 
morning, pushing and fighting the waves, 
whipped on by the chill northwester? The 
clouds were blotting out all signs of sun- 
rise, and there was just a vast expanse 
of waves and bending rushes on every 
hand. The spray blew up in our faces as 
the boats hit each wave. Throwing out 
decoys on a windy morning when you can 
scarcely see is no easy job, and yet there 
is a skill in arranging them that gives a 
pleasure all its own. Daylight caught us 
waiting in the thick, clumped rushes. A 
cold, damp wind kept the ducks moving 
everywhere. Long before one could sight, 
the whistle of wings kept us in continual 
readiness. The only sign of day was the 
chattering of blackbirds in the reeds. Now 
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and then a flock fluttered past, warning 
us to beat a retreat, even as they, before 
the approaching storm. But no retreat for 
us. This, of all days, was our choice. 
The northern flight had come and with it 
hurricanes—half drizzle, half sleet. Fred 
lay flat listening as I worked the call. The 
joke was on him. “Couldn’t hit a flock 
of barns if they lit on the muzzle of his 
gun,” Jack said of him that noon at din- 
ner, 

But by nightfall the story was different. 
The worst of the storm was over and the 
wind had whipped around to the north- 
east. It was bitter cold. The lake was 
freezing. Fred and I chose our place up- 
wind on an open spot inthe rushes. Ice had 
formed except in the open water where the 
wind beat furious little whitecaps. For 
two hours the weather chilled us clear to 
the bone. The boats were hidden away 
among the cat-tails. It was four o’clock. 
Down-wind a black speck appeared under 
the dense, gray clouds. I knew the sign 
and Fred grinned approval. It was time 
ta call. Closer it came. Now five, six, 
seven mallards——down they dropped close 
to the water. They reached the rushes 
and again darted upward. Suddenly there 
came a rasping quack. They had seen the 
decoys. I called in loud, true tones, and 
the flock turned and came over their 
wooden brothers. 

You know the rest. Sometimes it was 
“Never touched a feather!” or “Well, 
what do you know about that!” and then, 
too, I’d hear Fred gasp under a breath of 
excitement, “Wasn’t that a beauty!” 

It’s all in the game. There were blue- 
bills and mallard and teal. When dusk 
came we just had to stop. We poled out 
and in the duskiness of a moonless, cloudy 
twilight took in the decoys. 

“Now for the ducks,” said Fred, and 
we followed the edge of the rushes. Nine 
mallards and five bluebills lay in the front 
end of the boat. “Now for those in the 
rushes,” said my pal as we started for 
home. “I’ve marked just eight more mal- 
lards in these rushes over there!” 

“That was the best shootin’ of my life,” 
I answered. “By the way, Mack, d’you 


know I borrowed some shells from you 
for those last mallards.’’ Another man had 
caught the “Spirit of the Hunter’s Moon.” 


























Private Game Breeding. 

There have been numerous attempts in 
this country to raise quail and ruffed 
grouse, but few of them have been suc- 
cessful. The reasons for this are vari- 
ous, but it is not strange that we should 
fail in the beginning, for we have no 


gamekeepers trained to the work of 
breeding our native birds. The Amer- 


ican Association for the Protection and 
Propagation of game is planning to se- 
cure expert gamekeepers to take charge 
of rearing upland birds. The game 
raised on the Association’s farm will be 
distributed among members for stocking 
purposes. 

The Association is advocating the es- 
tablishment of game refuges in all 
parts of the country. If the birds have 
a place where they can raise their young 
in security they will increase so rapidly 
that they are bound to overflow into the 
surrounding territory, and thus improve 
the shooting in the neighborhood of the 
sanctuary. 


A Protest Against Dismemberment of 
the National Forests. 


One of the most important actions taken 
by the directors of the American For- 
estry Association, who held their midsum- 
mer quarterly meeting in the White 
Mountains on July 17, 18 and 19, was the 
passage of a resolution protesting vigor- 
ously against the proposed amendment to 
the Agricultural Appropriation Bill, soon 
to be acted upon by the Senate, which 
provides that all lands in the national 
forests, “suitable and fit” for agriculture 
must be classified and listed for settlement 


whether it is wise or unwise to remove 








resolu- 
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them from public control. 
tion has been sent to each member of the 
Senate with a request for h‘s careful 
attention. 


Progress on the Weeks Bill. 

Our latest advices upon going to press, 
are that the Weeks Bill was reported out 
of the calendar for vote, objected to by 
several Members of Congress and passed 
over for further consideration in the Fall. 
Senator McLean is said to be in favor of 
allowing the bill to stay in calendar un- 
til the next session of Congress, when 
there will be more leisure for a complete 
argument on it before coming to vote. 
The Camp Fire Club, on the other hand, 
would prefer it reported from calendar 
as promptly as possible and passed to im- 
mediate vote, since the Bill has received 
so far practically no opposition and 
should pass without any great amount of 
argument. 


Fool Pistol Legislation in Massachusetts. 

William J. Burns, the detective who 
rounded up the Los Angeles dynamiters, 
has written a magazine article attacking 
the same sort of anti-revolver law which 
it is now proposed to pass in Massa- 
chusetts. In it he says, “Common sense 
says that if it were possible by the simple 
process of the law to compel every hon- 
est citizen to own a pistol and know how 
to shoot straight with it and at the same 
time to disarm all criminals, there would 
be very little work for detectives to do.” 

According to statistics gathered by this 
eminent authority, fifty per cent of the 
homcides of the country are committed 
with pistols and forty-five per cent of 
these are committed by criminals and 
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men with bad records. Taking out hom- 
icides committed in self-defence, there 
remain only two and one-half per cent of 
all the homicides for which it is possible 
to attach blame to the pistol. Continu- 
ing Burns says in his magazine article: 
“Considering the pistol’s usefulness in 
the prevention of crime, in the homes of 
law-abiding citizens, this is a mighty 
small peg for any legislature to hang a 
revolver law on.” 

On the face of it, no law restricting a 
citizen from obtaining a revolver by com- 
pelling him to prove to the proper author- 
ities that “his person or his property are 
endangered,” can be a law that does not 
favor the criminal. Oftenest the victime 
does not know until too late that his life 
was endangered. The masked burglar 
does not announce his midnight visit for 
the benefit of authorities that may wish 
to decide whether or not to give an appli- 
cant a license. When a burglar comes 
he is there, and it is the life of a scoun- 
drel or that of a respectable citizen. 

Should the proposed law be enacted, 
not more than one out of every thirty 
men in the state of Massachusetts will 
be able to get permission to purchase a 
revolver for home protection or for any 
other purpose. 

In many months no proposed legisla- 
tion has cried more loudly for the pro- 
tests of the thinking, law-abiding citizen 
than does the proposed legislation of 
these absurd revolver laws that favor the 
crook and aim against the honest man. 

Thirty murders a month is now the 
average crime record in New York City 
due to disarmament of citizens by the 
Sullivan law. The crook is always 
armed, the citizen defenseless, as he does 
not care to become a felon in the eyes of 
the law simply because he happens to 
carry a revolver. Since when have the 
citizens of the United States been denied 
the right to carry arms? It is an insult 
to the intelligence of our people to forbid 
thern the handling of firearms, and the 
sooner meddlesome legislators who inter- 
fers with our rights as a people to own 
firearms are sternly rebuked at the polls 
the better. 


The Prize Fishing Contest. 


who have followed the Prize 


Those 
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Fishing Contest for 1912 doubtless real- 
ize that there have been quite a few im- 
provements in the conditions under which 
the contest has been conducted, and in 
the quality of the prizes offered. In 
spite of certain criticisms as to the ethics 
of contests in the line of outdoor sports 
we have always felt that a contest in 
skill in the taking of game fish has al- 
ways had the merit of advancing the 
scientific art of fishing. Not only does 
it teach the doctrine of fair play for 
the fish under conditions of the greatest 
art and skill of the angler, but it em- 
phasizes the fact that no fish caught by 
any other means than those employed 
by fair minded anglers can be consid- 
ered eligible for a contest of angling 
skill such as FIELD AND STREAM’s. This 
year there have been fewer entries than 
last, probably due to two causes: first, 
the restrictions on the class of tackle 
permitted and, second, the elimination of 
the monthly prizes. 

It is this latter on which we wish to 
say a few words. It is undoubtedly true 
that many fish that were not regarded by 
their captors as worthy of a place in the 
main contest were entered last year in 
the hope that they would at least win one 
of the monthly prizes and possibly a 
Grand Prize. This year there are six 
magnificent Grand Pr:zes in each class, 
with special trophy cups, unsurpassed in 
their beauty and attractiveness of de- 
sign, such cups as any sportsman would 
give up his best skill and effort to be- 
come the possessor of. But there is al- 
ways a certain amount of luck in an- 
gling and it is quite possible that the 4-Ib. 
bass or the 4-lb. bluefish which hardly 
looks when taken to be eligible for even 
sixth Grand Prize, if entered may become 
one of the winners. If your fish has put 
up a good fight and has been at much 
pains to test your every art and artifice 
to Jand him, it is only fair to him to give 
him a chance at a Grand Prize. Where- 
fore, do not let the opportunity pass with 
the verdict, “Too small!” in spite of the 
fact that no prizes in monthly classes are 
offered. Be sure and not only get a good 
photograph of the old warrior but take 
his length and girth so that he will be en- 
tered on a fair basis against the other 
fish in his class. 
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THE HONKERS 


BY HAMILTON M. LAING 


HE three of us started out on Friday 

morning about o'clock, and 

followed our old trail up the creek. 
After reeling off our usual dozen miles 
we crossed on the new bridge, and here 
struck the first signs of anything gamy. 
Green-heads—a regular freeze-up flight— 
were going westward. We were just too 
far away to see what was trump, as you 
would say; but got in line and followed. 
After driving several miles we located 
them; and they were in a slough which 
was almost completely frozen over! 

Prospects then didn’t look just right, 
and for a time we sat in the Democrat and 
said things. But soon the ducks began 
going back east again, and so once more 
we gave chase; and after returning sev- 
eral miles we finally found their feeding 
ground. They were on Gabriel’s field; 
and we had passed it within a hundred 
yards in the morning, doubtless just after 
the ducks had left it. 

There was some mallard shooting there 
all right; but it was late by the time we 
got our pits dug and decoys out. We 
didn’t seem to have the right part of the 
field, and it was colder than Jack-rabbit, 
and—well, I’ll confess it, not one of us 
could hit a stationary balloon twice in suc- 


seven 





cession. However, we gathered in twen 
ty-five when we quit and 
went to the stack to interview the grub- 
box. 

Have you any idea how good that grub 
tasted—that home-made bread and butter 
and roasted mallard? Let me know when 
you strike something like it in your big 
city. After we were forced to quit, due 
to lack of accommodation for more, Andy 
and I went back to the field to dig new 
pits for the morning’s shoot, and Rob was 
left to make the bed and fix up camp for 
the night. 

When we returned from our task, after 
dark, Rob was already tucked away in the 
land of dreams—far in—and as I snuggled 
down under the blanket beside him some- 
how I could not but think of you all in 
the city. Do you ever dream down there, 
that you are out here, snug under the 
robes and old canvas cover, upon a mat- 
ting of fragrant prairie hay, close in at 
the foot of a hig stack, with guns leaning 
handy, and the night silence of the prairie 
about you, broken only by the quavering 
cry of a coyote, or the crunching of the 
team beside you? Or can you ever come 
back to our little willow fire, and see the 
commander-in-chief making slough-water 


god ones, 








“CLOSE IN AT THE FOOT OF A BIG HAYSTACK WITH GUNS LEANING HANDY” 


tea, while Rob and I sit close to the grub- 
box and look on? 

With the first peep of light we were in 
our pits, and though most of the mallards 
were now wise to our duplicity and ac- 
cordingly refrained from an interview, we 
did better shooting than on the previous 
day. I’m not go‘ng to tell all the stunts; 
but the first one gave me the real feeling. 
right off, when a lone, curly-tailed drake 
came sneaking in and came down to my 
boom, before either Andy or Rob saw him. 
Not so bad for the greeny and the new 
gun! We averaged five apiece; and then 
something happened. Andy was standing 
in h’s pit, when suddenly I saw the cold 
kink come out of his spine with a jerk, 
and his chin went up and out about six 
inches, as he fastened his gaze on the dis- 
tant horizon. 

“Geese, boys! Geese! Geese! Whoop! 
Look at ’em!” 

Off on the southern horizon, almost out 
of eyeshot, were long, smoky lines of 
something crawling westward across the 
dull morning sky. They were too slow 
for ducks, they were not the right forma- 
tion for white geese, so Andy said they 
were gray geese, which settled the thing. 
In half an hour we had the pits filled, de- 
coys packed, and the Democrat loaded 
again and were off. Those geese were 
miles distant, evidently feeding out of 
sight, and there was no time to lose. 


We drove and drove, and passed the 
field of pleasant memory, where we had 
our turn at the Speckle-breasts in Septem- 
ber, but now there did not appear to be a 
goose in that quarter. Finally we spotted 
a returning flock, about two miles south 
of the old ranch, then another, then two 
more, till we counted twenty three flocks, 
and gave it up, for still they came lake- 
ward. Looked good to the kids! These 
crafty grays evidently had remained 
north, where gunners are few, till now 
the freeze-up was driving them down; 
and dire prognostications of no flight this 
fall were shattered. 

We were soon in the goose-yard, and 
started to dig out pits for the afternoon 
shoot. I say started, for this was the dang- 
dest digging we had yet struck. Even the 
holes we scratched in the shale knoll last 
fall had faded. It was chiefly gumbo clay, 
with a mixture of rubber cement and Le 
Page’s glue. Andy finished his—he could 
shovel his way through a boulder, I be- 
lieve, if there were any geese around—and 
then handed the excavator to me. For 
some time my efforts produced as much 
effect on that subsoil as a healthy hen 
would scratching it, but I peeled off six 
or seven garments and in about an hour I 
had a hole which I judged would hold at 
least part of me. It was well that Rob 
didn’t get at the digging first, for when 
his pit was about knee-deep a few geese 




















returned, with the result that his frantic 
efforts at the next shovelful of gumbo 
brought up the handle minus the shovel. 
He did not dig that pit to his shoulder. 

But this was only the first of a chapter, 
ur rather a whole book, of mishaps. No 
sconer were we set up and at home to 
callers than along came a flock of Waveys. 
We didn’t know there was a white goose 
in the whole flight, and had our white de- 
coys all hidden snugly under a pile of 
straw. Of course that flock, and another 
following it, did not decoy, so we put up 
our white decoys only to find that the 
white chaps had fed elsewhere and were 
bent on going over high. Then, when the 
gray flight began about four o’clock, they 
came almost in a lump and took us by 
storm. 

It was about that time that we got our 
first goose. A small flock of Waveys 
passed over high, but one, wounded, went 
off a distance and fell and Andy went 
after it. While he was away a few more 
of the same kind came along, also high, 
but suddenly as I hunkered down 
watching them, I saw close at hand a flock 
of about twenty grays within a few feet 
of the ground coming right to us—wings 
in an easy flap, feet showing suggestively 
—the picture seen about once in a season. 
Closer and closer they slipped in without 
a sound, and though the strain on what 
you might call my inhibitory nerve centers 
was terrible I held myself down in the 
gumbo hole and let them come. They 
were almost lighting upon my pit, when 
bang! boom! went Rob’s cannenade and | 
sat up with a jerk. I didn’t have to clear 
a space for shoulder-room among them 
when I rose, but it seemed that I weuld 
have to. I nipped one with my right, but 
landed with my other barrel on the space 
between. Again Rob’s gun sounded and 
a second goose came down, winged, and 
Rob congratulated me on my double! He 
explained that he had emptied his gun at 
the Waveys before he saw the grays at all, 
and had then jammed in another shel] and 
fired. I told him about it tater. 

These proved to be Hutchins grays; but 
soon a good flock of real geese—old Can- 
adas—came swinging along with their big 
voices all atune. Those white decoys 
should have been buried now, but they 
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weren't, and so the big fellows slipped 
around on the outside of my pit just a lit- 
tle too far out. I picked out a good one 
and sent a right and left after him, and 
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“4 GOODLY FLOCK OF HONKERS HAD COME UP AND DECOYED WELL” 


though for a moment he went on as usual 
he soon turned and settled near a stack 
half a mile distant. You can doubtless 
figure fairly accurately the time it took 
me to get half-way to that stack, for that 
was my first Canada gray. But then I 
saw Andy hurrying over to the stack, so 
I returned to the pit, knowing well that 
the game was up with that honker. 

Andy had just reached the pits with the 
two geese when along came some more of 
the big kind) Again they passed, just a 
little too far out, and another one wabbled 
off and fell. Rob went out to retrieve this 
one, and while he was away a third flock 
followed over the same course as the oth- 
ers. We should have moved our decoys, 
but kept hoping that each flock would do 
better. It didn’t; and we again sent two 
away to fall. Rotten work, you will say, 
but we couldn’t stop them. By good luck 
the two iast birds fell quite close to Rob, 
who returned with the three. In a few 
minutes a lone bird came in and made the 
hig mistake of his life and shortly after 
came the climax of the day—at least 
for me. 

A goodly flock of honkers had come up 
and decoyed well. There was one old fel- 
low leading the crowd. He was ten feet 
ahead of the line, and he seemed about 





half a goose larger than any of his com- 
rades; in fact, a real welter-weight old 
general. I gct my eye stuck on him back 
a distance and simply couldn’t get it off. 
When I poked up my, gun I didn’t think I 
could miss such a mark—and I didn’t. 

He was a bumper, and by long odds 
the largest goose of the season, a grand 
old veteran of many battles. One leg was 
shorter than the other, and he had but a 
single toe on one foot. The lining of his 
wings was flecked with the white markings 
of age, and the feathers around his eyes 
were similarly marked. I wonder how 
many times he has led his kind back and 
forth across the continent, or how many 
sizes of shot are buried in his fourteen- 
pound carcass? This last we will learn 
probably, some day this winter. 

It was five o’clock, and the flight was 
over, so we packed up, and with a glad- 
sorry kind of feeling said good-bye to the 
goose-grounds for 1911, and headed off 
across the ranch. Andy declares that we 
saw ten thousand geese and fifty acres or 
so of mallards that one day; and it is our 
hope that when the next season comes 
around and old Wawa and Green-head 
come out of the Northland, that we all 
will again fill a gumbo pit on the firing- 
line. 
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THE DRY FLY IN AMERICA 


BY GEORGE M. L. LA BRANCHE 


CHAPTER III 


(Concluded ) 


SMUTTING 


NYONE who has observed trout 
A feeding upon the tiny diptera, 

called indiscriminately by the an- 
gler “black gnats,” “punkies,” “midges,” 
etc., is quite inclined to believe that, while 
“smutting” is rather an inelegant term to 
apply to the fish, the insects themselves, 
considering the provocation, have been 
let off too lightly in being described as 
“smuts” and “curses.” 

These diminutive pests seem to be 
abroad at all times of the day, but are 
particularly numerous in the late after- 
noon, when clouds of these may be seen 
hovering over the still water of the pools. 
At such times the trout seem to be busily 
feeding, but the keenest observation does 
not discover what they are taking. These 
“curses” are so small that it seems in- 
credible that a large trout should be in- 
terested in them. That they are is easily 
proven by autopsy, and I have found in 
the gullets and stomachs of sizable fish 
solid masses of them, denoting that the 
fish must have been extremely busy if the 
insects were taken singly. If one could 
see these tiny things fall upon the water 
or even floating down, and see a trout rise 
to them, it would be convincing evidence 
that they are taken singly; but, though 
my eyesight is still good, I have never 
been able to satisfy myself that I have 
seen a fish actually take one of them. 

Through many experiences with trout 
under these conditions, and particularly 
through a series of observations, extend- 
ing over a period of four successive days, 
I am almost ready to believe that the fish 
do not wait for them to fall upon the 
water. 

My introduction to this, perhaps, fanci- 
ful notion came about on a pool which I 
had made my objective on an afternoon’s 
fishing. Arriving there about a half hour 





before sundown, I was not surprised to 
find fish rising freely all over. Studying 
them for a few moments, I concluded that 
they were not “bulging,” as the surface 
was broken each time with a distinct 
“smack”; they were not “tailing,” as the 
water was about four feet deep and the 
fish I took averaged about a foot in 
length; they were not rising to any insects 
which could be seen, although I looked 
long and steadily—and yet they rose freely 
and each fish, again and again, in practi- 
cally the same spot. Having used the 
smallest fly I had with me, a flat-winged 
“black gnat” tied on a No. 16 hook, and, 
having cast faithfully but unavailingly for 
some time in an effort to interest two fish 
which were nearest me, I was quite ready 
to confess myself beaten, but decided to 
try them with a larger fly. While prepar- 
ing to tie this on, my attention was called 
to four distinct clouds of insects, which 
hovered over the water, on the wing cer- 
tainly, but making no flight—merely danc- 
ing in the air some two feet over the 
pool. 

Watching closely, I saw the insects 
gradually decrease this distance until but 
an inch or two separated the lower ex- 
tremity of a cloud from the water, when 
directly underneath would come another 
“smack” as the tail of a trout broke the 
surface. Immediately the swarm would 
scatter, though but for an instant, collect- 
ing again and performing the same evo- 
lution as before, when again they would 
be scattered by a fish under them. 

This happened to all four swarms in 
rapid succession, and it was quite evident 
that a trout was under each, and every 
time the insects came close to the water 
the tail of a trout was seen and water 
was thrown amongst them. Did the trout 
deliberately throw water at these insects 
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with the intention of drenching those 
within reach, so that they might be picked 
up at leisure after they had fallen into 
the stream? And if so, why were the 
fish not observed in the act of picking 
them up? Or did the sight of the insects 
excite the anger of the fish, or merely a 
sport-loving instinct—if they are capable 
of these emotions? 

My subsequent experience with these 
fish tended only further to confuse me in 
my guessing. This “spattering” game, to 
my delight, went on for fifteen or twenty 
minutes, and was brought to a conclusion 
finally by the retirement of the “curses,” 
which left the scene perpendicularly, go- 
ing straight up until lost to view. After 
they had disappeared, the fish stopped 
r:sing; but, having marked them down, I 
determined to have one more try at them 
with the larger fly, and to my amazement 
my first cast brought a swift rise, but no 
connection was made. Resting the fish a 
moment, I tried him again; again the rise 
came, and I was fast in what appeared to 
be a very good fish. I had some diffi- 
culty in leading him down to the lower 
end of the pool, in trying to avoid dis- 
turbing the others, but finally netted him, 
and he proved to be only a small trout 
hooked on the side just above the tail. I 
then tried the others, and one by one rose 
each at least three times, but hooked 
none; nor on any occasion did I feel that 
the fly had been touched. By this time it 
was quite dark, and I left. 

On the three succeeding days I met with 
identically the same experience, having 
innumerable rises to my fly after the 
“curses” had left, hooking but one fish 
each evening, and, by a remarkable co‘n- 
cidence, each near the tail. Was this 
mere accident, or were the trout trying to 
drench my fly, still on the lookout for the 
sport afforded them by the clouds of in- 
sects ? 

The gullets of these fish were lined with 
these small insects, their stomachs also 
being quite full of them; but how they 
took them after they had risen—if they 
did—without my seeing some indication 
of it 1 cannot imagine; and I feel quite 
certain that they were not taken at the 
instant of the rise, because the insects did 
not touch the water at any time, nor did 
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the trout show any part of their bodies 
above the surface except their tails. So 
they could not have been taken in the air. 
Some day, perhaps, the problem may be 
solved, but at present there is no solution 
to offer. 

Smutting fish and a cursing angler is 
not a rare combination, and if there is 
anything more perplexing and vexing than 
to see fish apparently rising all about and 
one’s best efforts go unrewarded I cannot 
imagine what it is. 

A bulging fish may often be taken with 
an imitation of the insects he is feeding 
upon, either sunk in one form or floating 
in another; but a smutting fish cannot be 
appealed to with any imitation of his 
food of the moment. The color of these 
pests may be imitated, but no ingenuity 
of man can so fashion an artificial that 
it will resemble in size the minute forms 
of the natural; and if it could be done, 
the hook which would have to be used in 
conformity would be absolutely useless 
and probably quite as difficult to make as 
the fly. Lacking a correct imitation of 
these “curses,” which, even if good, might 
not be taken, one may accept the rebuffs 
offered to his fly with an equanimity born 
of the knowledge that he is not alone in 
his trouble. 

If these fish are to be taken at all, when 
so feeding, they will probably be taken 
with a fly which has no resemblance to 
any particular insect, except, perhaps, one 
which is indigenous to the stream, or one 
in which the angler has faith. It may 
assume any form, flat-winged or erect; 
and color, of course, has no place except 
that it should not be too brilliant; one of 
somber hue, such as the Blue Dun, Cahill 
or Pale Dun, being more effective, tie 
Hare’s Ear or Wickham’s Fancy fre- 
quently being accepted. I am inclined to 
think that a small fly receives no more 
attention than a large one, if as much; but 
nothing larger than a number eleven or 
twelve should be used. 

Meeting with failure while these insects 
are about, the angler should rest until 
they have disappeared, and then, having 
marked the position of the fish, try for 
them with the method described for 
bulgers. Failing again, let him figure it 
out if he can. 


(To be continued) 
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WITH THE “ENGLISH CHAPS” 


A DAY’S SNIPE SHOOTING OVER A WONDER DOG 


BY E. N. ATHERTON 


ICCADILLY COVER, where the 
Ptnctst chaps,” en route for the 

Southland, are wont to disport them- 
selves in all the full-fledged glory of their 
dead brown autumn plumage, was discov- 
ered through the misrepresentations of a 
lying horse trader and the good offices of 
my wife. The horse trader in question 
advised my going to West Harpswell for 
grouse shooting and I bit. There were 
birds there, but I would have had to be as 
apt with the gun as the equestrian dealer 
with his tongue in order to have procured 
a bag. Never in my experience did hunt- 
ing become so monotonous, the covers lack 
so in variety and beauty or what few birds 
there were maneuver more successfully to 
their own advantage and safety. Two 
days and a half in the small black growth 
was quite sufficient and at its expiration 
I could block with my left arm as profi- 
ciently as any prize fighter from avoiding 
fir and spruce limb jabs. 
Arriving home at noon on the boat, I 


was determined to take the aiternoon train 
up country somewhere, the place mattered 
little, and finish out the week, when my 
wife suggested a quiet afternoon in the 
Whistling the dog and boarding an 
down 


open. 
we were soon afield headed 
a lane leading to the great tawny marsh. 
A five-barred gate obstructed the lower 
end and under the bottom rail Dot “froze.” 
What a picture to the lover of the dog 
and the open she presented! The balmy 
breeze out of the south gently stirred the 
long, immaculate white feathers of her 
tail; her tense breath set her ribs out like 
ridges on a washboard and the sun, strik- 
ing on the brown and white of her coat, 
shaded it to a frosty copper. She located 


electric, 


her bird in the soft, oozy mud of the pas 
ture where miniature pools were formed 
by the indentations made by cattle’s hoofs. 
Scrambling through the bars, I don’t know 
just how in my excitement, I stood keyed 
as tense as the dog in anticipation. Mr. 
Wilson was in the air in an instant, 


clear- 
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“DOT SORTER GRINNED” 


ing his throat as he winged away in zig- 
zag flight. As eagerly as I the dog 
watched the result of the discharge and 
down went the “English Chap” for the 
count. Dot tenderly retrieved his plump, 
glossy carcass and gently he was laid away 
in the portable boneyard carried by all 
bird hunters. A glance over the ground 
ahead set my expectations soaring. 

A great, broken pasture gently sloping 
towards the railroad track that bordered 
the marsh like a piece of braid. Old 
bleached grass a foot high growing on 
furrows that had never been harrowed 
after ploughing in the spring. Here and 
there large and small mirrors of water set 
in irregular, muddy frames, where the fas- 
tidious, gamy, cocky little “English Chaps” 
could admire themselves while probing for 
the luscious titbits furnished by Mother 
Earth. The unusually warm and bright 
October sun lit up and sharply outlined 
every object. 

Dot, who had never put her nose to the 
trail of the Wilson family before, was as 
eager for the fray as a gunner for the 
first day of the open season. Head up, 
body half rigid, she poked her damp muz- 


zle into every puff of wind and bunch of 
grass with a suspiciousness that told of 
scent recently left by olive-colored feet. 
Over a knoll top she refused to advance, 
and my presence soon disturbed the cause. 
A dusky brown body hurled itself into the 
air, emitting a noise like removing a crumb 
from one’s throat; and it darted away ina 
demented flight as though the direction he 
intended going had suddenly slipped his 
mind. Ten years of grouse and cock 
shooting had taught me fair quickness with 
the gun, but blame me if he wasn’t almost 
out of range befort I could cover him! 
It looked like a clean miss, but gradually 
he wavered, slowed down and lit. As well 
as I the dog took in the situation and at 
the word waseaway like a northeaster. 
Game to the core, Mr. Wilson launched 
himself aloft and for one hundred yards 
it was indeed a race. Strength failing 
him, he gradually lowered his colors and 
was picked out of the air and retrieved 
without touching the ground. 

A cast in the east now brought Dot to 
close body scent, and she bent up bow- 
shape and hugged the ground as though 
drawn from underneath by an invisible 
magnet. It looked such a “cinch” to de- 
plete the English population by about one 
that I missed a disgracefully easy shot 
with the right, and the left served only as 
a parting salute. Dot looked up, opened 
her mouth, let her tongue run out and sort 
o’ grinned, while Mr. Snipe, when he lit, 
seemed suddenly to drop into the earth 

Swinging parallel to the railroad track 
a winter yellow leg jumped from a shallow 
pool of surface water with a loud, mellow 
whistle that, being unexpected, was star- 
tiing. Mesmerized, I watched his dan- 
gling, chromy legs and forgot to shoot un- 
til too late. Following to the next shal- 
low and creeping up behind a fence, I tried 
potting him with one barrel and winging 
him when he jumped, but met with the 
success such methods deserve, failure. At 
the report a Wilson flushed from the 
pond’s edge and swung in a half circle to 
the marsh. His action was responsible 
for the demise of a grass bird, but he 
returned to his former feeding-ground, 
acting wild as a hawk. On the alert for a 
long shot, I “heeled” the dog and to my 
surprise and joy when he jumped at forty 
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yards the right barrel crumpled him up. 
A slight noise from behind caused me to 
turn suddenly and out of the pond I had 
half covered with shot trying to pot the 
yellow leg up rose a Blue-Winged Teal. 
He dropped in the pond and Dot, after 
considerable persuading, gingerly _ re- 
trieved him by a few breast feathers. 

Working back to get the benefit of a 
new-born breeze, the dog circled out and 
nade game. In the old grass, just away 
from the little pools, seemed the favorite 
snoozing grounds, where the English 
Chaps were wont to take their “forty 
winks,” and in such a place Dot located 
one. His haphazard flight took him on 
the port tack and he collapsed at the dis- 
charge. Confident he was a clean kill, I 
gave the dog the word, but she stood to 
point, broke, trailed and froze. Inquisi- 
tively I looked ahead and for the first time 
saw a Wilson on the ground. When he 
poked his head above a tuft of grass I was 
positive, until he flushed, he was the pre- 
vious bird, wing-tipped. Boring dead 
ahead, he proved an easy victim and Dot 
immediately went in search of the other 
bird and found him lying comfortably on 
his back, olive legs in air. 

Pretty well satisfied with all the world 
and the afternoon’s work in particular, 
1 thought how ill-named were the “Little 
Brown Dodgers” of the spongy pasture. 
English or Wilson Cock would, it seemed, 
have been far more appropriate; snipe 
seems too plebeian for so royal a little 
gamester. Dot’s feathery rudder, quiver- 
ing, then stiffening, brought my wits back 
from their wool-gathering journey. “Es 
cape! Escape!” sleepily muttered a fat old 
“chap” taking the starboard tack for the 
open sea, but he only reached the waves 
of a ploughed field when I scuttled his 
ship. Far up the pasture, adjacent to the 
only timber within a radius of half a mile, 


where the dark firs cast a deep shadow 
on the dank ground, a brace of plump Wil- 
sons were peacefully snoozing the bright 
afternoon away, when disturbed by the 
cog’s presence. 1 wasn't exactly a Sunny 
Jim when both continued ‘on their way 
without bearing the slightest resemblance 
to a seive. Immediately within me was 
born an animosity towards that brace only 
blood could wipe out. Only a gunner with 
all the luck of all the gods could have ex 
pected to get the first bird, but I had it and 
snuffed h's candle at full sixty yards and 
with 1934-inch barrels at that. His part- 
nér, thirty yards nearer, rose at the dis- 
charge and with malice aforethought | 
punctured him. The last brace, discovered 
in a watery dent in the pasture, were the 
most disconcerting. With the dog “froze” 
on one bird to the right, another jumped 
on the opposite hand, and, as I was about 
to press the trigger, lit. Inquisitively he 
watched me over a tuft of grass and again 
flushed, but lit as I covered him. Exas- 
perated, I walked directly at him and when 
he jumped spitefully sent him into a pud- 
dle of water. In the meantime Dot held 
her bird, stationary as a Sphinx, but the 
crack of the nitro sent him boring over the 
hills and far away. Although I expect- 
antly followed with my eyes for half a 
mile, when last seen, looking like a mos- 
quito, he was still on the move. Of all 
the massacre he was the only one of just 
a full dozen to escape, and as I had noth 
ing in particular against him his departure 
gave me little concern. With a plump 
blue wing and a grass bird to fill out the 
bag, I counted the afternoon a most pleas- 
ant and happy one and tramped homeward 
with no animosity in my heart toward the 
horse trader. Piccadilly Cover, I think, 1s 
known to only Dot and me, and in spite 
of her feminine gender I’m confident the 
secret will be well kept. 

















THE OLD COCK GROUSE OF THE 
ELDER SWAMP 


BY EDWARD BANKS 


would have picked out for himself, had 

he been allowed to choose, but to my 
way of thinking it was, after all, the best 
way for death to come to him—suddenly, 
and, so far as we who are alive can tell, 
without knowing what struck him. He® 
was an old warrior, somewhat of a selfish 
old fellow, too, for I never found him with 
any companions—he was always alone on 
his feeding-ground. That the “pickings” 
were good was proved by the fact that 
after he was gone the same elder swamp 
was generally good for one or two birds— 
not that they were always secured, but 
they were there. 

The “he” I am talking of was an old 
cock grouse, a ruffed grouse of the Alle- 
gheny mountains, a “pheasant” in local 
Pennsylvania parlance. His home was an 
elder swamp of small dimensions on the 
top of Wopsonock Mountain, above Al- 
toona. It could hardly be called a swamp, 
for it was merely a depression in the level 
tableland which spreads for miles east and 
west aS soon as one gets on top of the 
mountain. I stumbled across the swamp 
and the glorious old chestnut-tailed fellow 
late one afternoon, while trying to locate 
three old gobblers that Tom Molloy, then 
engineer on the Altoona, Clearfield & 
Northern Railroad (that was its name 
then, but I don’t know what it is called 
now), told me he had seen crossing the 
tracks as he came up the mountain at noon 
on that day. 

“Kate” was with me, an English set- 
ter, one of the best and gentlest I ever 
owned; one of those dogs you can just talk 
to and they know at once what you want 
them to do. Kate proved to my satisfac- 
tion many and many a time that there 
was such a thing as thought transference. 
You know what I mean: Your dog is 


| was probably not just the end that he 


ranging off to the left and turns to look 


for you; you make no sign, don’t wave 
your hand, perfectly contented with the 
way the ground is being covered, but you 
wish he (or she) would just go over and 
examine a certain bit that looks “birdy” 
—and off goes your dog to just that very 
spot! That was what happened that af- 
ternoon early in November, 1893, when 
Kate and I first made the acquaintance of 
“The Old Cock Grouse of the Elder 
Swamp.” 

We had hunted diligently through many 
acres of the second growth chestnut and 
scrub oak which, with rocks galore, cover 
the top of Wopsononock, without even 
having a hint that either turkeys or grouse 
had been within a mile of where we were. 
I did not expect to find any grouse, for 
the main swamp, where there were always 
birds, was about a mile away, and the haw- 
thorn thickets, back of the hotel, also a 
sure find, was even farther off. All at 
once, just when Kate had turned to look 
to see where I was, and if I wanted her 
to alter her course, I spied off to the left 
the small depression in the otherwise level! 
tableland. There was not more than an 
acre or an acre and a half of it at the 
most, but somehow it did look to me as if 
it would be the only place up there where 
a grouse would be found. Kate must have 
read my thoughts, for she bore off sharply 
te the left, and made for the elder bushes 
which still had a few leaves hanging on 
them, giving the spot a strangely green 
appearance among so much that was just 
the red-brown of the scrub oaks. 

As I stood and watched her I heard the 
muffled bro-o-o-oom that tells one a 
“pheasant” is getting up a long way off. 
Sure enough there he was, sailing low 
through the scattered chestnuts and mak- 
ing a beeline for the edge of the mountain 
that was nearest to the swamp. It was 
no fault of Kate’s that he flushed wild; 
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the leaves were a bit too dry for good 
hunting, and then again he was evidently 
one of those sly old geezers whom it is 
almost impossible to catch napping. Kate 
came back to tell me about it, not with the 
troubled look of a dog that has made a 
mistake, but confident that her master 
knew the facts of the case and tickled to 
death to have at last, after having covered 
so much ground, found a bird—even if he 
wouldn’t let her get up on him. Of course 
we followed the bird, but search as we 
would we never rose him again. Equally 
of course we went after him the next time 
Kate and I were on the mountain top; 
and he beat us again. 

So it was the next time, and the time 
after that, until I am sure Kate and I got 
to dreaming at nights of that grouse and 
how to get him. Every time he rose I 
noted that he took almost the same course, 
and naturally I felt that all I had to do 
was to take another man up with me, post 
him on the flyway and the old boy would 
be ours—or rather his, not Kate’s and 
mine. I tried approaching that swamp 
from different directions, but the result 
was the same; he must have seen me com 
ing over the slight rise every time I ap- 
proached the swamp; and if I was on the 
line of his retreat he would make a detour 
out of gunshot and then go straight to his 
hiding place, which I strongly suspect was 
in one or other of a bunch of tall hem- 
locks just below the edge of the moun- 
tain. 

Whether my suspicion as to his hiding 
place was correct or not, I shall never 
know, for one day he failed to get there. 
How it happened was this way: I asked 
Wells Furst, conductor on the little train 
pulled by Tom Molloy’s engine (and him- 
self a keen hunter) to let me off at the 
switchback, where the train turned and 
ran along the face of the mountain Kate 
and I then climbed straight up to the top, 
and made direct to the swamp, my inten- 
tion being to try a plan which I had 
thought of, and which I felt sure Kate 
would help me carry out. It was a dull, 
camp day, with a trace of fog or cloud 
hanging over the top of the mountain and 
with scarcely a breath of wind to keep it 
moving. The leaves were soft, and in fact 
it was just one of those days when neither 


dog nor man, if they watch themselves, 
make much noise in the brush. 

Reaching the top of the mountain, we 
moved: off in the direction of the swamp, 
Kate being kept to heel as I wanted her, 
when the time came for the plan to be 
tried, to feel that there was special reason 
for the care with which we were approach- 
ing the spot she and I had got to know so 
well. Our line of march was right on the 
old bird’s line of retreat, and my idea was 
to conceal myself at a certain place and 
send Kate on to do her work, for I knew 
the old boy would never let her get close 
enough to pin him down. If I had guessed 
right it would then be me and my gun 
against his speed, and I knew it would 
never do to miss him, for I felt he would 
never be trapped twice the same way; he 
was too wary and too cunning for that. 

The spot where I was going to lie in 
ambush I had already selected, and when 
we got there I spoke to Kate, patted her, 
to!d her what I wanted to do, and hied her 
on. The swamp was just out of sight over 
the rise, but I could see the elder bushes 
on the far side of it from behind the small 
scrub oak where I took my stand. Kate 
came back once and looked at me, evi- 
dently not comprehending at first that she 
was to go oft by herself and jump Mr. 
Grouse, but the second time I told her to 
go she started straight for the swamp and 
i began to plan just where I was go- 
ing to “let him have it.” 

It seemed quite a long while before | 
heard his wings as he jumped into the air, 
but I don’t think now that it could have 
been more than three or four minutes at 
the outside. Anybody who reads this, and 
who has been in the same or a somewhat 
similar position, knows just how I felt 
then; it is needless to describe my feelings 
for them. And others who have not “been 
there” will be perfectly satisfied if I just 
say that I was a leetle mite excited. What 
happened was this: 

“Here he comes!’ Low through the 
trees, just above the scrub, came the old 
boy, and before I knew it he was here 
and almost by me before I could get my 
gun to my shoulder. Luckily he was pass- 
ing about 15 or 20 yards to my left in- 
stead of to my right. Even then I had to 
whirl quickly and throw my gun to my 
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shoulder, just a snapshot, no time for any 
thing else, for he surely was “beating it ” 
At the crack of the gun he passed out of 
sight behind a bunch of scrub, but I heard 
the right sort of sound as he hit the 
ground. It was all over so quickly that 
[ had barely had time to realize that Kate 
and I had at last circumvented the old 
warrior of the elder swamp, before Kate 
Lerself appeared, out of breath, but eagerly 
looking at me to know if all was well. 
“Dead bird” satisfied her, and a wave of 
the hand told her where to go to look for 
him. With hardly a feather ruffled she 
brought him back and laid him down. 
There he was. A grand old chestnut 


MOUNTAIN 


tellow, lighter in color than his kind usu- 
ally are, with his magnificent glossy black 
ruff standing out on each side of his neck, 
and his crest partly erected as though he 
had gone down with his colors flying. We 
had beaten him, an undoubted chieftain of 
the tribe of Bonasa umbellus, the greatest 
game birds on earth, but I do not feel 
ashamed to say that as I picked him up, 
stroked his feathers and stowed him away 
with care in the pocket of my old hunting 
coat, where many of his race had been 
laid away on previous occasions, I felt but 
little of the pleasure that usually accom 
panies a hunt and its successful termina 


ton. 
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PHOTOGRAPHING WILD LIFE IN THE 
YELLOWSTONE 


BY CLAUDE P. FORDYCE 


PHOTOGRAPHS 


Park is unexcelled. Any one feature 
of its individuality—geysers, forests, 
lakes, rivers, falls or wild animals—‘s 
worth going to see and study. As you 
leave the train at the park entrance and 
traverse the circuitous “skillet” route, the 


[ variety of natural scenery Yellowstone 


BY 


rHe AUTHOR 


wonders of the Yellowstone unfold in in- 
creasing interest until, near the end of th. 
trip, the grand climax is reached in the 
famous Lower Falls and Grand Cajfion. 
We journeyed from the west entrance 
through the narrow forest aisle of Christ- 
mas Tree Park alert for the first sign of 
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the unusual. Warm vapors arose in the 
cool morning air from the surface of the 
Madison River, joined just a short way 
above by the Firehole River, whose waters 
came from the Hot Springs. 

Presently we espied a deer on the oppo- 
site shore standing knee-deep in the lush 
grasses of the water’s edge, and her grace- 
ful contour of body and symmetry of 
antlers called forth admiration. Here 
was animal life in natural habitat far 
from the cities’ noise and strife. Here 
was the scene so often witnessed by the 
pioneers of days far gone. Presently, 
with one startled glance, she gracefully 
poised her antlers and quietly bounced to 
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the forest cover, where she disappeared. 

Uncle Sam allows no guns to be used 
in his public domain, but the camera en- 
thusiast has unlimited freedom. If one 
really wishes to study animals, he should 
leave the gun at home and take a camera, 
for by close watching one can get an inti- 
mate knowledge of the habits and home 
life of the denizens of the wild. 

We had planned to procure film at the 
Yellowstone, Idaho, entrance, but none 
were to be had, so I missed some good 
opportunities until I got to Old Faithful 
Inn, where I stocked up for the remainder 


of the journey. It is best to take a full 
supply from home. 

So as not to disturb such animals as 
might come across our paths, my compan- 
ion and | kept our distance from the many 
coaches and private conveyances carrying 
sight-seers. For we were after photos. 
Many times we followed deer or bear a 
short way into the forest or meadows to 
gain better advantage. 

[ liked the bears. Rough, shaggy and 
clownish fellows that they were, they af- 
forded unending amusement and novelty, 
especially to a prairie dweller who was 
quite foreign to their habits. They were 
mostly browns and blacks, but at the Lake 
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and Grand Cajon there were many griz- 
zlies. The latter were comparatively 
tame, considering their usual viciousness, 
and were not hard to photograph. One 
must not lose sight of the fact that they 
are yet wild animals, hence should not be 
molested. 

Most of these bears had their rendez- 
vous near Mt. Washburn and distinct 
trails could be followed to their ranges 
Following one of these, I beheld in a 
clearing ahead an old mother and her two 
cubs. Her movements were cautious. She 
would sit upright, scent the air, turn her 
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head from side to side and look in every 
direction. Quite comically the cubs 
would often go through the same move- 
ments in imitation. 

At one point I placed my camera fo- 
cused on the trail, attached a fish line to 
the shutter lever and then went behind a 
tree. Along came a bear, looked at me 
ty see if I were animal, vegetable or min- 
eral, and then made for the machine. My 
only thought was of the soon-to-be-de- 
molished camera, but instead of attacking 
it he simply sniffed at it and went his 
way. On his retreat I caught his photo 
just as he stopped a moment and peered 
in my direction. 

Old Bruin’s furry coat is beautiful, sleek 
as a seal and the head and neck covering 
is silvery. 

Ungainly in their leisurely way of walk- 
ing, they cover much ground. Their run 
is a kind of falling lope. A grizzly loves 
a dark cafion near good feed and a stream. 
He wallows in the mud for fly protection 
and satisfies his appetite with berries, 





roots and fish. He is full of curiosity; in 
temper defensive, and he will not fight 
unless he feels himself cornered. 

There have been no fatalities from the 
attacks of vicious or hungry bears in the 
Park. Following their evening custom, 
the members of a certain tourist party sat 
about the camp fire and told yarns. The 
cook had prepared the lunches for the 
morrow and put them for safe keeping in 
a tub in the wagon. When at bedtime the 
cookie looked into the wagon, he found 
signs of a bear visit, and of the lunch 
there was left but a few torn scraps of 
paper. This rude act on the part of 
3ruin caused a frightened minister to sit 
up by the campfire all night armed with 
Sundry weapons from the cook’s table- 
ware and harboring a strong distaste for 
bear meat. 

The deer are frequently seen quietly 
sating or resting in the shade near the 
roads. They are stately creatures and 
their body movements in running are the 
embodiment of grace itself. 

There are about 25,000 elk in the Park, 
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su many, in fact, that the problem of feed- 
ing them in the winter is a hard one. The 
Government has on foot now a plan to 
move a large herd to better feeding 
grounds in the Bighorn Basin. Elk are 
timid, gregarious and travel in big herds. 
They keep some distance from the road, 
as they prefer seclusion. The best place 
to find them is in Hayden Valley, near 
Mt. Washburn, or around Shoshone Lake. 
A ride up Alum Creek from Grand Cajfion 
or Yellowstone Lake Hotel to the base of 
Mary’s Mountain will surely reward you 
with some excellent photos. 

The buffalo, about 2,000 in number, are 
in Lamar Valley, where they are well 
cared for and in the best possible place 
for breeding. From time to time the herd 
is increased by outside purchase. 

In the meadows of Hayden and Pelican 
valleys and in the Gardiner alfalfa fields 
are many antelope. Mountain sheep may 
be seen in the more secluded places, but 
in the late spring they and the antelope 
disappear for the summer to the unknown 
districts. Of the deer there are about 100 
whitetails and 1,000 blacktails, making 
their headquarters near Mt. Everts. 
Moose keep in the northeast corner of 
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the Park and in the Gallatin Basin. The 
smaller animals, such as squirrels, mar- 
mots, rabbits, badgers and foxes, are nu- 
merous. Near Obsidian Cliff are beayer 
dams and houses. Many colonies are near 
Tower Falls, and here you can see them 
in the morning and evening working in 
the water or cutting down trees for food. 

Uncle Sam has endeavored to rid the 
Park of undesirable tenants, so the taboo 
is out against mountain lions and coyotes. 
The former are nearly exterminated, 62 
having been destroyed by John Goff, 
Roosevelt’s old guide, while numerous 
others were accounted for by the Park 
soldiers and hunters. The coyotes are 
especially destructive to antelope, and no 
opportunity is lost by the Government 
officials to poison, trap or shoot them. 
That the birds may not be molested, no 
cats or dogs are allowed in the Park con- 
fines. 

The birds are numerous, but have so 
large an area in which they are protected 
that one rarely sees them; also the aver- 
age tourist is “all eyes” for the geysers, 
springs and natural wonders. One whole 
island in Lake Yellowstone is used as a 
nursery by the gulls and pelicans. Eagles 
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are to be seen at close range, and by the 
aid of binoculars their nests and young 
located on some high crag may be studied. 

The gamiest fishing is at the lake outlet 
and 25 is the limit. You are sure to catch 
some and photograph them to back up 
your stories when you return home. 

It is a queer sensation to draw gamy, 
healthy fish from the warm waters of 
some of the streams of the Park. In some 
places the fish are unfit to eat, owing to 
and these must be found and 
thrown away. 

The animals of the Park, unafraid of 
man as they are, have shown themselves 
approachable to the “witchery of Kodak- 


disease, 


ery’ if the tourist uses common sense and . 


not press them too hard. Many 
schemes are used by the camerist to pho- 
tograph wild life in natural habitat and 
activities. Some have wire or bait so ar- 
ranged that the animal himself sets off 
the shutter and flash. True, most wild 
animals are nocturnal in their habits, but 
plenty of good shots can be secured dur- 
ing daylight if one but diligently watches 


does 
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a chance and has his apparatus ready. 
The best position is to leeward of a trail. 

A word as to technique of photography 
in this region. In average light and back- 
grounds we found that with a stop at 
1/16, time at 1/25 and a universal focus 
of 100 feet we were ready for quick work 
when the animal suddenly came into view 
far or near. The tameness of many ani- 
mals will allow one to “jockey” into posi- 
tion and so to place himself in more 
advantageous relation to the subject. An 
ideal-size photo is 2% by 4%. When at 
home the best negatives can be used in 
making enlargements on bromide paper. 

Overexposure is the common fault on 
the whitish formations, and, considering 
the purity of the atmosphere, a quick ex- 
posure must be made, otherwise a flat 
negative will result. Underexposure is 
the common fault in landscapes, resulting 
in harsh high lights and shadows. Too 
small a stop should seldom be used, as it 
gives such fine detail that the effects of 
the picture, as a whole, is in a great de- 


gree lost. 
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CANOEING ON NATURE’S HIGHWAYS 


A CANADA CANOE TRIP FOR TROUT AND BIG GAME PHOTOGRAPHY 


BY LEIGHTON P. COLEMAN 


Then follow you, wherever hie 

The traveling mountains of the sky, 

Or let the streams in civil mode 

Direct your choice upon a road 

For one and all or high or low 

Will lead you where you wish to go. 
Robert Louis Stevenson 


T was in Ontario and fair Temagami 

lay before us; its broad expanse 

swept by the late afternoon breeze 
and each little wave throwing back a flash 
of yellow from the sun. 

On the islands about us the tall pines 
stood silent sentinels over their little king- 
doms, the fast-sinking sun changing the 
white-flecked sky to tints of pink and 
orange, while a noble white pine, boldly 
silhouetted in the golden west, stood 
guard over this picture of the North. 

Since getting our stuff at the last port- 
age we had paddled only a half mile, and 
the gentle licking of the water under the 
canoe, together with the waning day, re- 
minded us of camp and a night of rest 


in the deep, wild forest far from the 
noises of everyday life. 

A camp ground was soon found on a 
nearby island, where plenty of wood could 
be had for a fire and suitable poles for the 
tent. There was no sign of a storm, but 
according to our established practice we 
pitched the tent first; it’s a good plan to 
get one’s blankets and clothes under cover 
at once and so be prepared for any sort 
of weather that sees fit to pay you a 
visit. 

Our guide, Algonquin-French, was full 
master of the fire and could cook in a 
way that induced us to eat up to the 
limit every meal and giving us good ex- 
cuse, if any were needed, for the long 
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smoke around the fire before rolling into 
our blankets for the night. 

We were always in and asleep before 
nine and sometimes earlier, it being dusk 
about half after eight in this part of Can- 
ada in late August. 

If one is limited as to time he can 
arrange with one of several well-con- 
ducted camps in this Temagami region to 
furnish guide, tent, canoe, food, and, in 
fact, everything needed for a trip of two 
weeks or two months, at a stated price 
per week, somewhat higher than the cost 
of outfitting oneself, but well worth the 
difference in saving of time. 

To me, however, the pure joy of select- 
ing the needed articles and the anticipa- 
tion of us:ng each more than offset the 
loss of time, and then, again, there are 
other parts of this wild America to be 
explored where there are no outfitting 
camps, and we must perforce look to it 
ourselves. 

Once in the bush time counts for little. 
What use a watch?—who cares?—the 
yellow orb of day rouses you from the 
deep, satisfying slumber and your appe- 
tite apprises you that it is time for lunch. 

I think the ceremony of making the 
camp fire is most delightful. I love it, 
from the gathering of dry birch bark for 
tinder, the cutting of splinters for the 
first feeble blaze to the roaring fire ready 
for the kettle. 

And then at the evening fire there are 
the back log, to be selected and so ar- 
ranged as to throw the heat into your 
tent on a cold night, and then sone poplar 
sticks that soon make glowing embers, 
giving forth fitful little blazes that hold 
your deeper thoughts, and as you fill your 
pipe again you pick up a twig, light it 
from the fire and somehow that tobacco 
tastes better when fired in this way. The 
faint odor of wood smoke reaches your 
nostrils, giving a full realization of life 
in the wild, silent forest. 

Sometimes I would cook while Al and 
Joe put up the tent and cut the balsam 
boughs ready for the blankets, great, red, 
all-wool blankets made expressly for the 
Hudson Bay Company. 

The dingle stick, a green sapling seven 
or eight feet long, sharpened at the butt 
and stuck in the turf, supported by a 
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large rock, allows a kettle to hang over 
the fire so water can be made hot for tea; 
another provides water for soup, the kind 
that comes dry in small packages ready 
by adding to boiling water; a savory slice 
of ham, and some fried potatoes, bread 
and butter, and then some canned peaches. 
More of the speckled trout flopped in the 
pan after a successful day in the streams. 

This year Al went to fish and I to hunt 
the game. No,—not with a gun, but with 
a camera; and right here I want to say 
that it’s harder to get photographs of 
wild life than to get the game with the 
rifle. 

I shall never forget the morning we 
photographed the first deer. It was just 


*after breakfast, and everything had been 


carried to the canoe ready for loading, 
when Al sighted the game. Our camp 
was on a large, flat, rocky formation, 
close by a roaring rapids, and above us 
a long reach of smooth water, stretching 
up stream for a couple of miles. The 
bank was heavily wooded, but in spots the 
rushes and lily pads were thick; now and 
then a huge monarch of the forest lay 
dead, with its top out in the stream. 

The big buck had ventured out to feed. 
We had seen plenty of game before— 
moose and deer, too, but the wind had 
always been unfavorable; this time it 
came right down stream. 

With great care we stepped into the 
canoe and with greater care Joe paddled 
us stealthily toward our prey. I made 
some snaps at the old buck long before 
we were within range for fear he would 
take fright and be off. Several times he 
went back in the bush to avoid the fallen 
trees, each time appearing nearer to us. 
At last we reached a point abreast of 
him and the canoe was swung around so 
that it headed right in toward him; then 
I began shooting. Six shots in all, the 
last at about one hundred feet. This 
grand old fellow grazed and grazed, look- 
ing at us with no apparent fear. Finally, 
however, he traveled to a point in the 
wind which gave him our scent, and then 
such moving,—he turned and fled at ex- 
press speed with beautiful bounds into 
the bush and away, we all shooting full 
strength to help the excitement. 

This all happened between seven and 
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eight o'clock, and we considered the day 
one of marked success even at that early 
hour. 

Returning, we loaded our craft and pro- 
ceeded up the stream. The day proved 
uneventful, save for the negotiation of a 
particularly rough portage, known as the 
Golden Stairs. I never cease to marvel 
at the ability of man to carry a canoe 
over this trail and through the gorge, 
climbing and balancing with eighty pounds 
teetering on his shoulders, taking steps 
that are hard for the inexperienced, even 
with two free hands to help. 

And on the return trip Joe had to back 
down and then turn around at the bot- 
tom. 

Our camp that night, too, was at the 
crest of a fifty-foot waterfall, and, in 
fact, with two exceptions we were lulled 
to sleep by the sound of dashing water, 
the only music to break the stillness of 
the starry night. 

Some days after this we came upon a 
broadening of the stream called Divide 
Lake, where huge bullfrogs were found 
in large numbers. They could be knocked 
over with the paddle blade, so we em- 


braced the chance and soon had a dozen 
pairs stowed away for supper. 

It was on this day that we decided to 
cache a goodly portion of our food sup- 
ply, since we had come to a realization of 
the fact that we could not complete the 
trip as planned. Instead we struck off up 
Lost Bear Creek, where few persons go, 
and in consequence many speckled trout 
were transferred from the swiftly run- 
ning waters to our canoe by the hand of 
Al, who was official fisherman. 

Wherever the bank was soft and bor- 
dered with alder bushes, moose sign was 
plentiful, and the official photographer 
was always alert for the game. A cow 
and a calf moose were sighted at one 
point, but the range was too great for a 
shot. 

It was not till we turned toward home 
that I shot the moose. The wind was 
light, but other conditions good, about 
three in the afternoon, bright, warm day. 
It was our hope that in some turn of the 
stream we would be down wind. How- 
ever, opportunity offered soon, for upon 
swinging around a point we sighted a 
huge bull moose standing in the stream 
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up to his belly, head under water, feeding, 
antlers in view above. 

I leveled the camera, and the moment 
he raised his head the shutter did the 
rest; we were about two hundred yards 
away, and, alas! the wind wrong, so Mr. 
Moose turned and drew himself clumsily 
up the soft bank and made off for other 
parts. 

For the benefit of those good fellows 
who are looking forward, as I did for 
many years, to a journey into the silent 
woods, a word as to equipment will be 
in order. 

First, a silk paraffin tent; one eight feet 
square will accommodate three persons 
without crowding and, besides being 
strictly waterproof, it weighs little and 
rolls into a very small bundle, which is 
a matter of moment when traveling 
through rough country, where portages 
are frequent; moreover, room in the canoe 
must be considered. 

As to a canoe, the length will be gov- 
erned partly by the duration of your trip, 
or, I might say, by the frequency of posts 
or stores where supplies can be procured. 
If three make up the party, one seventeen 
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feet long is ample, but if four men are 
going out, say three and a guide, by all 
means take two sixteen-foot canoes; they 
will carry the required loads and, besides 
being lighter to carry on the portage, 
they can be handled to better advantage 
in narrow channels and through the rap- 
ids. Get good stiff paddles for the stern 
men and have them at least as long as 
the height of the user, while for the bow 
man let the paddle reach up as high as 
his mouth, 

A good canvas duffle bag, absolutely 
waterproof, is an essential, and should 
be selected with care, the size being de- 
termined largely by the character of the 
trip. One of fifteen inches in diameter 
and thirty-six inches long serves the pur- 
pose admirably, but I believe the makers 
would do well to put out a bag thirty 
inches long, for two reasons: First, that 
it packs better in the canoe, and, second, 
it makes traveling easier on narrow trails. 

The approved method of carrying 
these bags is by means of the tump, but 
some prefer the shoulder harness. I have 
tried both and am strongly in favor of 
the Canadian tump line. A small bag, say 
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nine by twenty-four, will be found in- 
valuable for carrying food supplies, such 
as sugar, flour, oatmeal and like articles, 
each in its individual bag properly tagged 
for identification. Tea, coffee, and, in 
fact, everything possible should be packed 
in small bags that will stow well in the 
large food bag. There are some things, 
however, those likely to be affected by 
dampness or water, that should be car- 
ried in tin cans with friction tops, notably 
baking powder, quite useless if wet; one 
for butter, another for a little lard—you 
won't need much, bacon fat supplying suf- 
ficient grease for cooking purposes—and, 
above all, one or two for evaporated cream 
and condensed milk. Open cans of liquigs 
not all used at one meal are a nuisance 
and annoying beyond all conception on a 
rough portage. 

A poncho serves as a raincoat and is 
available as a ground cloth to spread on 
the balsam-bough bed before laying the 
blankets to keep out dampness. 

Footgear is a very important item. One 
cannot do better than the shoe pack or 
high moccasin; get it large enough so you 
can wear two pairs of wool socks inside 
and take along an extra set of socks. I 
carry a pair of low-cut moccasins also for 
camp wear, quite necessary while your 
wet shoe packs are hung up to dry. 

Of course, a flannel shirt and khaki or 
corduroy trousers. The khaki is cool and 
dries quickly if wet; get trousers instead 
ot the close-fitting riding breeches; they 
allow free action of the knee, which is to 
be desired, and if you get them a couple 
of inches longer than you usually wear 
they will stay tucked into your wool 
socks. A sweater is a mighty comfortable 
garment on a cold night; take one 
along. 

Whether you are just camping out or 
traveling, the aluminum cooking outfit is 
worth its weight in—yes, in gold—every 
ounce counts on the carry. The kettles nest 
and the plates, retaining heat as they do, 





keep food warm. Substitute for the alum- 
inum cups some of Swedish enamel; the 
former conduct heat so well as to burn the 
lips and also your fingers. 

Take a waterproof matchbox—one that 
will float—as part of your outfit, a really 
good compass, and a sheath knife for the 
belt. Time and again you'll want a knife 
and only one free hand to get it; the hunt- 
ing kind is always open ready for instant 
use. By the way, put it back in the 
sheath; it’s easier to find there than on 
some log in the last camp. 

I would advise, too, a leather sheath 
for the axe head; it will save man and 
canoe and preserve the cutting edge. 

If you, perchance, get into the woods 
in May or June some dope for black flies 
and ‘mosquitoes will be needed. Many 
preparations are offered, but I know one 
that has been tried and not found want- 
ing. Mix as follows: One part of pine 
tar, two parts sweet oil, two parts penny- 
royal. Rub this well into the pores of 
exposed skin at least four times daily, 
and you can fish in peace and harmony 
with the world. 

You should have a small can of marine 
glue for emergency repairs to the canoe 
below the water line—a piece of canvas, 
some small-gauge copper wire, and, say, 
eight or ten feet of quarter-inch rawhide 
belt lacing. My experience tells me that 
these are m‘ghty valuable things to have 
at hand when needed and add very little 
to your gross load if no occasion makes 
their use necessary. 

Our trip came to an end, though, as all 
trips must, and we packed up for the jour- 
ney to town with deep regrets, but already 
looking forward to another next year. 

We had both gained in weight and 
color, and had learned much of nature. 
I believe that we must come out of the 
woods broader, better men for our close 
contact with the works of God, and I 
commend for your thought this parting 
toast, “The silent forest.” 
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one of whom is the dreaded Masked Rider. They 


light finds her still alive and apparently stronger. 


white herd. She follows him incredulously out 


He nurses her through a fever resulting from 


thereupon conceives a violent hatred for Oldring. 





SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS 

Jane Withersteen, mistress of Cottonwoods Ranch, by befriending Venters, a Gentile rider, has 
aroused the jeaiousy of Tull, the Mormon elder of the village of Cottonwoods. Tull commands his 
men to capture Venters and have him whipped out of the village. Rescue arrives in the person of 
Lassiter, the famous gun man of Utah, who forces Tull to desist. Venters discovers mysterious 
movements among the Mormons of the village and members of Oldring’s gang of rustlers and is 
convinced that serious harm threatens the fortunes of the Cottonwoods herds. Judkins comes riding 
in wounded and announces that rustlers have driven off the red herd, attempting at the same time 
to take his life. Venters starts in pursuit with the object of locating the red herd and the hiding 
place of the rustlers in Deception Pass. He meets Lassiter in the sage and forms a friendship with 
him. Venters rides into Deception Pass, and while exploring it two riders come up to the cajion, 


sage over his head, whereupon Venters shoots both down with his rifle. To his surprise and horror 
the Masked Rider turns out to be a beautiful girl whom he has apparently shot to death. As life 
still lingers, however, he carries her to his camp where he watches over her through the night. Day- 


retreat and accidentally discovers the entrance to Oldring’s hiding place. Returning to the girl he 
finds her well enough to talk. She begs him not to take her back to the rustlers. Meanwhile Lassiter 
rides in out of the sage and warns Jane Withersteen that the Mormons are trying to stampede her 


and they arrive in time to see it stampeded. Lassiter risks his life to mill the steers an is finally 
successful, although his horse is killed. Lassiter enters her service as chief rider. She visits the 
Mormon village and adopts Fay Larkin, the little Gentile girl whose mother is no longer able to 
care for her. Venters discovers an ancient retreat of the cliff dwellers accessible only by almost 
indistinguishable steps cut in the rock surface of the higher slopes of the cafion. He names it 
Surprise Valley and carries Bess up there, where she will be safe from discovery by Oldring’s men. 


Venters becomes convinced that Bess was forced against her will to become Oldring’s mistress, and 


in love with her and after a time fears for his safety during excursions into the valley for food, sur- 
prise Bess into the disclosure that she loves him. 


discover him and send a bullet whistling through the 


Venters goes on a scouting expedition for a safe 


over the hills to where the white herd is grazing 


her wounds and she finally recovers her health. 


In spite of the knowledge he finds himself falling 








CHAPTER X1 
FAITH AND UNFAITH 
IKE a gleam of sunlight through the 
cottonwoods was the coming of little 
Fay Larkin to the gloomy house of 
Withersteen. The big, silent halls echoed 


with childish laughter. In the shady court 
where Jane spent many of the hot July 
days, Fay’s tiny feet pattered over the 
stone flags and splashed in the amber 
stream. She prattled incessantly. What 
difference, Jane thought, a child made in 





| 
| 
| 
| 










496 


her home! It had never been a real 
home, she discovered. Even the tidiness 
and neatness she had so observed, and 
upon which she had insisted to her women, 
became, in the light of Fay’s smile, habits 
that now lost their importance. Fay lit- 
tered the court with Jane’s books and pa- 
pers, and other toys her fancy improvised, 
and many a strange craft went floating 
down the little brook. 

And it was owing to Fay’s presence that 
Jane Withersteen came to see more of 
Lassiter. The rider had for the most part 
kept to the sage. He rode for her, but 
he did not seek her except on business; 
and Jane had to acknowledge in pique that 
her overtures had been made in vain. 
Fay, however, captured Lassiter the mo- 
ment he first laid eyes on her. 

Jane was present at the meeting, and 
there was something about it which 
dimmed her sight, and softened her toward 
this foe of her people. The rider had 
clanked into the court, a tired yet wary 
man, always looking for the attack upon 
him that was inevitable, and which might 
come from any quarter, and he had walked 
right upon little Fay. The child had been 
beautiful even in her rags and amid the 
surroundings of the hovel in the sage, but 
now, in a pretty white dress, with her 
shining curls brushed, and her face clean 
and rosy, she was lovely. She left her 
piay and looked up at Lassiter. 

If there was not an instinct for all three 
of them in that meeting, an unreasoning 
tendency toward a closer intimacy, then 
Jane Withersteen believed she had been 
subject to a queer fancy. She imagined 
any child would have feared Lassiter. And 
Fay Larkin had been a lonely, a solitary 
elf of the sage, not at all an ordinary 
child, and exquisitely shy with strangers 
She watched Lassiter with great, round. 
grave eyes, but showed no fear. The 
rider gave Jane a favorable report of cat- 
tle and horses; and as he took the seat 
to which she invited him little Fay edged 
as much as half an inch nearer. Jane re- 
plied to his look of inquiry and told Fay’s 
story. The rider’s gray, earnest gaze 
troubled her. Then he turned to Fay and 
smiled in a way that made Jane doubt her 
sense of the true relation of things. How 


could Lassiter smile so at a child when 
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he had made so many children fatherless? 
But he did smile, and to the gentleness 
she had seen a few times, he added some- 
thing that was infinitely sad and sweet. 
Jane’s intuition told her that Lassiter had 
never been a father, but if life ever so 
blessed him he would be a good one. Fay, 
also, must have found that smile singu- 
larly winning. For she edged closer and 
closer, and then by way of feminine 
capitulation, went to Jane, from whose 
side she bent a beautiful glance upon the 
rider. 

Lassiter only smiled at her. 

Jane watched them, and realized that 
now was the moment she should seize, if 
she was ever to win this man from his 
hatred. But the step was not easy to take. 
The more she saw of Lassiter the more 
she respected him, and the greater her 
respect the harder it became to lend her- 
self to mere coquetry. Yet as she thought 
of her great motive, of Tull, and of that 
other whose name she had schooled her- 
self never to think of in connection with 
Milly Erne’s avenger, she suddenly found 
she had no choice. And her creed: gave 
her boldness far beyond the limit to which 
vanity would have led her. 

“Lassiter, I see so little of you now,” 
she said, and was conscious of heat in her 
cheeks. 

“T’ve been ridin’ hard,” he replied. 

“But you can’t live in the saddle. You 
come in sometimes. Won’t you come here 
to see me—oftener ?” 

“Is that an order?” 

“Nonsense! I simply ask you to come 
to see me when you find time.” 

“Why ?” 

The query once heard was not so em- 
barrassing to Jane as she might have 
imagined. Moreover, it established in her 
mind a fact that there existed actually 
other than selfish reasons for her wanting 
to see him. And as she had been bold, so 
she determined to be both honest and 
brave. 

“T’ve reasons—only one of which I need 
mention,” she answered. “If it’s possible 
1 want to change you toward my people. 
And on the moment I can conceive of lit- 
tle I wouldn’t do to gain that end.” 

How much better and freer Jane felt 
after that confession! She meant to show 
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him that there was one Mormon who 
could play a game or wage a fight in the 


open. 
“T reckon,” said Lassiter, and he 
laughed. 


It was the best in her, if the most irri- 
tating that Lassiter always aroused. 

“Will you come?” She locked into his 
eyes, and for the life of her could not quite 
subdue an imperiousness that rose with 
her spirit. “I never asked so much of any 
man—except Bern Venters.” 

“’*Pears to me that you’d run no risk, or 
Venters, either. But mebbe thet doesn’t 
hold good for me.” 

“You mean it wouldn’t be safe for you 
to be often here? You look for ambush 
in the cottonwoods?” 

“Not that so much.” 

At this juncture little Fay sidled over to 
Lassiter. 

“Has co a little dirl?” she inquired. 

“No, lassie,” replied the rider. 

Whatever Fay seemed to be searching 
for in Lassiter’s sun-reddened face and 
quiet eyes she evidently found. “Oo tan 
tum to see me,” she added, and with that 
shyness gave place to friendly curiosity. 
First his sombrero with its leather band 
and silver ornaments commanded her at- 
tention; next his quirt, and then the 
clinking silver spurs. These held her for 
some time, but presently, true to childish 
fickleness, she left off playing with them 
to look for something else. She laughed 
in glee as she ran her little hands down 
the slippery, shiny surface of Lassiter’s 
leather chaps. Soon she discovered one 
of the hanging gun-sheaths, and she 
dragged it up, and began tugging at the 
huge black handle of the gun. Jane 
Withersteen repressed an exclamation. 
What significance there was to her in the 
little girl’s efforts to dislodge that heavy 
weapon! Jane Withersteen saw Fay’s 
play, and her beauty, and her love as most 
powerful allies to her own woman's part 
in a game that suddenly had acquired a 
strange zest and a hint of danger. And 
as for the rider, he appeared to have for- 
gotten Jane in the wonder of this lovely 
child playing about him, At first he was 
much the shyer of the two. Gradually 
her confidence overcame his backward- 
ness, and he had the temerity to stroke 
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her golden curls with a great hand. Fay 
rewarded his boldness with a smile, and 
when he had gone to the extreme of clos- 
ing the great hand over her little brown 
cne she said simply: “I like oo!” 

Sight of his face then made Jane obliv- 
ious for the time to his character as a 
hater of Mormons. Out of the mother 
longing that swelled her breast she di 
vined the child hunger in Lassiter. 

He returned the next day, and the next, 
and upon the following he came both at 
morning and at night. Upon the evening 
of this fourth day Jane seemed to feel 
the breaking of a brooding struggle in 
Lassiter. During all these visits he had 
scarcely a word to say, though he watched 
her, and played absent-mindedly with Fay. 
Jane had contented herself with silence. 
Soon little Fay substituted for the ex- 
pression of regard, “I like oo,” a warmer 
and more generous one, “I love oo.” 

Thereafter Lassiter came oftener to see 
Jane and her little protégée. Daily he grew 
more gentle and kind, and gradually de- 
veloped a quaintly merry mood. In the 
morning he lifted Fay upon his horse and 
let her ride as he walked beside her to 
the edge of the sage. In the evening he 
played with the child at an infinite va- 
riety of games she invented, and then, of- 
tener than not, he accepted Jane’s invita- 
tion to supper. No other visitor came to 
Withersteen House during those days. So 
that in spite of watchfulness he never 
forgot, Lassiter began to show he felt at 
home there. After the meal they walked 
into the grove of cottonwoods or up by 
the lakes, and little Fay held Lassiter’s 
hand as much as she held Jane’s. Thus a 
strange relationship was established, and 
Jane liked it. At twilight they always re- 
turned to the house, where Fay kissed 
them and went in to her mother. Lassiter 
and Jane were left alone. 

Then if there were anything that a 
good woman could do to win a man, and 
still preserve her self-respect, it was some- 
thing which escaped the natural subtlety 
of a woman determined to allure. Jane’s 
vanity, that after all was not great, was 
soon satisfied with Lassiter’s silent admi- 
ration. And her honest desire to lead him 
from his dark blood-stained path would 
never have blinded her to what she owed 
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herself. But the driving passion of her 
religion, and its call to save Mormons’ 
lives, one life in particular, bore Jane 
Withersteen close to an infringement of 
her womanhood. In the beginning she 
had reasoned that her appeal to Lassiter 
must be through the senses. With what- 
ever means she possessed in the way of 
adornment she enhanced her beauty. And 
she stooped to artifices that she knew 
were unworthy of her, but which she de- 
liberately chose to employ. She made 
of herself a girl in every variable mood 
wherein a girl might be desirable. In 
those moods she was not above the meth- 
ods of an inexperienced though natural 
flirt. She kept close to him whenever op- 
portunity afforded; and she was forever,e 
playfully, yet passionately underneath the 
surface, fighting him for possession of the 
great black guns. These he would never 
yield to her. And so in that manner their 
hands were often and long in contact. 
The more of simplicity that she sensed in 
him the greater the advantage she took. 

She had a trick of changing—and it 
was not altogether voluntary—from this 
gay, thoughtless, girlish coquettishness to 
the silence, and the brooding, burning 
mystery of a woman’s mood. The strength 
and passion and fire of her were in her 
eyes, and she so used them that Lassiter 
had to see this depth in her, this haunting 
promise more fitted to her years than to 
the flaunting guise of a wilful girl. 

The July days flew by. Jane reasoned 
that if it were possible for her to be 
happy, then she was happy. Little Fay 
completely filled a long aching void in her 
heart. In fettering the hands of this Las- 
siter she was accomplishing the greatest 
good of her life, and to do good even in 
a small way rendered happiness to Jane 
Withersteen. She had attended the regu- 
lar Sunday services of her church; other- 
wise she had not gone to the village for 
weeks. It was unusual that none of her 
churchmen or friends had called upon her 
of late, but it was neglect for which she 
was glad. Judkins and his boy riders had 
experienced no difficulty in driving the 
white herd. So these warm July days were 
free of worry, and soon Jane hoped she 
had passed the crisis; and for her to hope 
was presently to trust, and then, to be- 


lieve. She thought often of Venters, but 
in a dreamy, abstract way. She spent 
hours teaching and playing with little Fay. 
And the activity of her mind centered 
around Lassiter. The direction she had 
given her will seemed to blunt any branch- 
ing off of thought from that straight line 
The mood came to obsess her. 

In the end, when her awakening came, 
she learned that she had builded better 
than she knew. Lassiter, though kinder 
and gentler than ever, had parted with his 
quaint humor, and his coldness, and his 
tranquillity, to become a:restless and un- 
happy man. Whatever the power of his 
deadly intent toward Mormons, that pas- 
sion now had a rival, and one equally 
burning and consuming. Jane Wither- 
steen had one moment of exultation be- 
fore the dawn of a strange uneasiness. 
What if she had made of herself a lure, 
at tremendous cost to him and to her, and 
all in vain! 

That night in the moonlit grove she 
summoned all her courage and, turning 
suddenly in the path, she faced Lassiter 
and leaned close to him, so that she 
touched him, and her eyes looked up to 
his. 

“Lassiter ! 
for me?” 

In the moonlight she saw his dark, worn 
face change, and by that change she 
seemed to feel him immovable as a wall 
of stone. 

Jane slipped her hands down to the 
swinging gun-sheaths, and when she had 
locked her fingers around the huge cold 
handles of the guns she trembled as with 
a chilling ripple over all her body. 

“May I take your guns?” 

“Why?” he asked, and for the first 
time to her his voice carried a harsh note. 
Jane felt his hard, strong hands close 
round her wrists. It was not wholly with 
intent she then leaned upon him, for the 
look of his eyes and the feel of his hands 
made her weak. 

“It’s no trifle—no woman’s whim—it’s 
deep—as my heart. Let me take them?” 

“Why ?” 

“I want to keep you from killing more 
men—Mormons. You must let me save 
you from more wickedness—more wanton 
bloodshed Then the truth forced 


Will you do anything 
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itself falteringly from her lips. ‘You 
must—let—me—help me to keep my vow 
to Milly Erne. I swore to her—as she 
lay dying—that if ever any one came here 
to avenge her—I swore I would stay his 
hand. Perhaps I—I alone can save the— 
the man who—who—ch! Lassiter! 

i feel that if I can’t change you—then 
soon you'll go out to kill—and you'll ki!l 
by instinct—and among the Mormons you 
kill will be the one—who Lassiter ! 
if you care a little for me—let me—for 
my sake—let me take your guns!” 

As if her hands had been those of a 
child he unclasped their clinging grip 
from the handles of his guns and, pushing 
her away, he turned his gray face to her 
in one look of terrible realization, and 
then strode off into the shadows of the 
cottonwoods. 

When the first shock of her futile ap- 
peal to Lassiter had passed Jane took his 
cold, silent condemnation and abrupt cde 
parture not so much as a refusal to her 
entreaty as a hurt and stunned bitteriess 
for her attempt at his betrayal. Upon 
further thought and slow consideration 
of Lassiter's past actions she believed he 
would return and forgive her. The man 
could not be hard to a woman, and she 
doubted that he could stay away from 
her. But at the point where she had 
hoped to find him vulnerable she now 
began to fear he was proof against all 
persuasion. The iron and stene quality 
that she had early suspected in him had 
actually cropped out as an impregnable 
harrier. Nevertheless, if Lassiter remained 
in Cottonwoods she would never give up 
her hope and desire to change him. She 
would change him if she had to sacrifice 
everything dear to her except hope of 
heaven. Passionately devoted as she was 
to her religion, she had yet refused to 
marry a Mormon. But a situation had 
developed wherein love and self paled in 
the great white light of religious duty of 
the highest order. That was the leading 
motive, the divinely spiritual one; but 
there were other motives which, like ten- 
tacles, aided in drawing her will to the 
acceptance of a possible abnegation. And 
through the watches of that sleepless night 
Jane Withersteen, in fear and sorrow 


and doubt, came finally to believe that 
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it she must throw herself into Lassiter’s 
arms to make him abide by “Thou shalt 
not kill!’ she would yet do well. 

In the morning she expected Lassiter 
at the usual hour, but she was not able 
at once to the court, so she sent 
little Fay. Mrs. Larkin was ill and re- 
quired attention. It appeared that the 
mother, from the time of her arrival at 
Withersteen House, had relaxed and was 
slowly losing her hold on life. Jane ha‘ 
believed that worry and re 
sponsibility, coupled with good nursing 
and comfort, would mend Mrs. Larkin’s 
broken health. Such, however, was not 
the case. 

When Jane did get out to the court 
I'ay was there alone, and at the moment 
embarking on a dubious voyage down the 
stone-lined amber stream upon a craft of 

Fay was as 
could possibly 


to go 


absence of 


two brooms and a pillow. 
celightfully wet as she 
wish to get. 

Clatter of hoofs distracted Fay and in- 
terrupted the scolding she was gleefully 
receiving from Jane. The sound was not 
the light, spirited trot that Bells made 
when Lassiter rode him into the outer 
court. This was slower and heavier, and 
Jane did not recognize in it any of her 
other horses. The appearance of Bishop 
Dyer startled Jane. He dismounted with 
his rapid, jerky motion, flung the bridle 
and, as he turned toward the inner court, 
and stalked up on the stone flags, his boots 
rang. In his authoritative front and in 
the red anger unmistakably flaming in 
his face he reminded Jane of her father. 

“Ts that the Larkin pauper?” he asked, 
brusquely, without any greeting to Jane. 

“It’s Mrs. Larkin’s litle girl,” replied 
Jane, s'owly. 

“T hear you intend to raise the child?” 

“res,” 

“Of course you mean to give her a 
Mormon bringing up?” 

“No!” 

His questions had been swift. She was 
amazed at a feeling that some one else 
was replying for her. 

“I’ve come to say a few things to you.” 
He stopped to measure her with stern, 
speculative eye. 

Jane Withersteen loved this man. From 


earliest childhood she had been taught to 
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revere and love bishops of her church 
And for ten years Bishop Dyer had been 
the closest friend and counsellor of her 
father, and for the greater part of that 
period her own friend and Scriptural 
teacher. Her interpretation of her creed 
and her religious activity in fidelity to it, 
her acceptance of mysterious and holy 
Mormon truths, were all invested in this 
bishop. Bishop Dyer as an entity was 
next to God. He was God’s moutlipiece 
ta the littke Mormon community at Cot- 
tonwoods. God revealed Himself in se- 
cret to this mortal. 

And Jane Withersteen suddenly suf- 
fered a paralyzing, horrifying affront to 
her consciousness of reverence by some 
strange, irresistible twist of thoughf 
wherein she saw this bishop as a man. 
And the train of thought hurdled the 
rising crying protests of that other self 
whose poise she had lost. It was not 
her Bishop who eyed her in curious meas- 
urement. It was a man who tramped 
into her presence without removing his 
hat, who had no greeting for her, who 
had no semblance of courtesy. In looks 
as in action he made her think of a bull 
siamping cross-grained into a corral. She 
had heard of Bishop Dyer forgetting the 
minister in the fury of a common man, 
and now she was to feel it. The glance 
by which she measured him in turn mo- 
mentarily veiled the divine in the ordi- 
nary. He looked a rancher; he was 
booted, spurred, and covered with dust; 
he carried a gun at his hip, and she re- 
membered that he had been known to use 
it. But, during the long moment while 
he watched her there was nothing com- 
monplace in the slow-gathering might of 
his wrath. 

“Brother Tull has talked to me,” he 
began, “It was your father’s wish that 
you marry Tull, and my order. You re- 
fused him?” 

“wes.” 

‘But you'll do as J order!” he thun- 
dered. “Why, Jane Withersteen, you are 
in danger of becoming a heretic! You 
can thank your Gentile friends for that. 
You face the damning of your soul to 
perdition.” 

In the flux and reflux of the whirling 
torture of Jane’s mind that new daring 


spirit of hers vanished in the old habit- 
ual order of her life. She was a Mor- 
mon and the Bishop regained ascend- 
ance. 

“It’s well I got you in time, Jane With- 
ersteen. What would your father have 
said to these goings-on of yours? He 
would have put you in a stone cage on 
bread and water. He would have taught 
you something about Mormonism. Re- 
member, you’re a born Mormon. There 
have been Mormons who turned heretic— 
damn their souls!—but no born Mormon 
ever left us yet. Ah! I see your shame. 
Your faith is not shaken. You are only 
a wild girl.” The bishop’s tone softened. 
“Well, it’s enough that I got to you in 
time. . . . Now tell me about this Lassi 
ter. I hear strange things.” 

“What do you wish to know?” queried 
Jane. 

“About this man. You hired him?” 

“Yes, he’s riding for me. When my 
riders left me I had to have any one | 
could get.” 

“Is it true what I hear—that he’s a 
gun-man, a Mormon hater, steeped in 
blood ?” 

“True—terribly true, I fear.” 

“But what's he doing here in Cotton- 
woods? This place doesn’t seem noto- 
rious enough for such a man. Sterling 
and the villages north where there’s uni- 
versal gun-packing, and fights every day 
—where there are more men like him— 
it seems to me they would attract him 
most. We’re only a wild, lonely border 
settlement. It’s only recently that the rus- 
tlers have made killings here. Nor have 
there been saloons till lately, nor the 
drifting in of outcasts. Has not this gun- 
man some special mission here?” 

Jane maintained silence. 

“Tell me,’ ordered Bishop Dyer 
sharply. 

“Yes,” she replied. 

“Do you know what it is?” 

Ta.” 

“Tell me what.” 

“Bishop Dyer, I don’t want to tell.” 

He waved his hand in an imperative 
gesture of command. The red once more 
leaped to his face, and in his steel blue 
eyes glinted a pin-point of curiosity. 

“That first day,” whispered Jane, “Las- 
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“SHE SAW THE BISHOP’S HAND JERK TO HIS HIP . . . IN HER EARS BURST A 
THUNDERING, BELLOWING REPORT’ 











5e2 


siter said he came here to find—Milly 
Erne’s grave!” 

With downcast eyes Jane watched the 
swift flow of the amber water. She saw 
it and tried to think of it—of the stones 
—of the ferns—but, like her body, her 
mind was in a leaden vise. Only the 
bishop’s voice could release her. Seem- 
ingly there was silence of longer dura- 
tion than all her former life. 

“For what—else?” When Bishop Dy 
er’s voice did cleave the silence it was 
high, curiously shrill, and on the point of 
breaking. It released Jane’s tongue, but 
she could not lift her eyes. 

“To kill the man who persuaded Milly 
Erne to abandon her home and her hus- 
band—and her God!” 

With wonderful distinctness Jane With- 
ersteen heard her own clear voice. She 
heard the water murmur at her feet and 
the 


flow on to the sea; she heard 

rushing of all the waters in the world. 
They filled her ears with low, un- 
real murmurings and _ rushings—these 


sounds that deadened her brain and yet 
could not break the long and terrible si- 
lence. Then, from somewhere—from an 
immeasurable distance—came a_ slow, 
guarded, clinking, clanking step. Into her 
it shot electrifying life. It released the 
weight upon her numbed eyelids. Lifting 
her eyes she saw — ashen — shaken — 
stricken — not the bishop but the man! 
And beyond him, from ’round the corner, 
came that soft silvery step. A long 
black boot with a gleaming spur swept 
into sight—and then, Lassiter! Bishop 
Dyer did not see—did not hear—he stared 
at Jane in the throes of sudden revelation. 

“Ah! I understand!” he cried, in 
hoarse accents. “That’s why you made 
love to this Lassiter—to bind his hands!” 

It was Jane’s gaze riveted upon the 
rider that wheeled Bishop Dyer. Then 
clear sight failed her. Dizzily, in a blur, 
she saw the bishop’s hand jerk to his hip. 
She saw gleam of blue and spout of red. 
In her ears burst a thundering, bellowing 
horrible report. The court floated in 
darkening circles around her and she fell 
ifito utter blackness. 

The darkness lightened—turned to slow 
drifting haze—and lifted. Through a thin 
film of blue smoke she saw the rough- 








- Field and Stream 


hewn timbers of the court roof. A cool, 
damp touch moved across her brow. She 
smelled powder, and it was that which 
galvanized her suspended thought. She 
moved to see that she lay prone upon 
the stone flags with her head on Lassiter’s 
knee, and he was bathing her brow with 
water from the stream. The same swift 
glance, shifting low, brought into range 
of her sight a smoking gun and splashes 
of blood. 

“Ah-h!”’ she moaned, and was drifting, 
sinking again into darkness, when Lassi 
ter’s voice arrested her. 

“It’s all right, Jane. It’s all right.” 

“Did—you—kill—him?” she whispered. 

“Who? That fat party who was here? 


* No. I didn’t kill him.” 
“Oh? . . Lassiter !” 
“Say! It was queer for you to faint. 


I thought you were such a strong woman, 
not faintish like that. You're all right 
now—only some pale. I thought you'd 
never come to. But I’m awkward ’round 
women folks. I couldn’t think of any- 
thing.” 

“Lassiter ! 
the blood!” 

“So that’s troublin’ you. I reckon it 
needn’t. You see it was this way. | 
come ’round the house an’ seen that fat 
party an’ heard him talkin’ loud. Then 
he seen me, an’ very impolite goes straight 
for his gun. He oughtn’t have tried to 
throw a gun on me—whatever his reason 
was. For that’s meetin’ me on my own 
grounds. I’ve seen runnin’ molasses that 
was quicker’n him. Now, I didn’t know 
who he was, visitor or friend or relation 
of yours, though I seen he was a Mormon 
all over, an’ I couldn’t get serious about 
shootin’. So I winged him—put a bullet 
through his arm as he was pullin’ at his 
gun. An’ he dropped the gun there, an’ 
a little blood. I told him he’d introduced 
himself sufficient, an’ to please move out 
of my vicinity. An’ he went.” 

Lassiter spoke with slow, cool, sooth- 
ing voice, and his touch, as he continued 
to bathe her brow, was gentle and steady. 
His impassive face, and the kind gray 
eyes further stilled her agitation. 

“He drew on you first, and you deliber- 
ately shot to cripple him—you wouldn’t 
kill him—you—Luassiter?” 


the gun there! 
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“That’s about the size of it.” 


Jane kissed his hand. 

All that was calm and cool about Las- 
siter instantly vanished. 

“Don’t do the likes of that! I won't 
stand it. An’ I don’t care a damn who 
that fat party was.” 

He helped Jane to her feet and to a 
chair. Then with the wet scarf he had 
used to bathe her face he wiped the blood 
from the stone flags and, picking up the 
gun, he threw it upon a couch. With that 
he began to pace the court, and his silver 
spurs jangled musically, and the great 
gun-sheaths softly brushed against his 
leather chaps. 

“So—it’s true—what I heard him say?” 
Lassiter asked presently, halting before 
her. “You made love to me—to bind my 
hands?” 

“Yes,” confessed Jane. It took all her 
woman’s courage to meet the gray storm 
of his glance. 

“All these days that you've been so 
friendly an’ like a pardner—all these 
evenin’s that have been so bewilderin’ to 
me—your beauty—an’—an’ the way you 
looked an’ came close to me—they were 
woman’s tricks to bind my hands?” 

“— 

“An’ your sweetness that seemed so 
natural, an’ your throwin’ little Fay an’ 
me so much together—to make me love 
the child—all that was for the same rea- 
sen?” 

“Yes.” 

Lassiter flung his arms—a strange ges- 
ture for him. 

“Mebbe it wasn’t much in your Mor- 
mon thinkin’ for you to play that game. 
But to ring the child in—that was hell- 
ish!” 

Jane’s passionate, unheeding zeal began 
to loom darkly. , 

“Lassiter, whatever my intention in the 
beginning, Fay loves you dearly—and | 
—-I’ve—grown to—to like you.” 

“That’s powerful kind of you, now,” 
he said. Sarcasm and scorn made his 
voice that of a stranger. “An’ you sit 
there an’ look me straight in the eyes! 
You’re a wonderful strange woman, Jane 
Withersteen.” 

“I’m not ashamed, Lassiter. I told you 
I'd try to change you.” 
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“Would you mind tellin’ me just what 
you tried?” 

“I tried to make you see beauty in me 
and be softened by it. I wanted you to 
care for me so that I could influence you 
It wasn’t easy. At first you were stone 
blind. Then I hoped you’d love little Fay 
and through that come to feel the horror 
of making children fatherless.” 

“Jane Withersteen, either you’re a fool 
or noble beyond my understandin’. Meb- 
be you're both. I know you're blind 
What you meant is one thing—what you 
did was to make me love you.” 

“Lassiter !” 

“I reckon I’m a human’ bein’ though I 
never loved anyone but my sister, Milly 
Erne. That was long ig 

“Oh, are you Milly’s brother ?” 

“Yes, I was, an’ I loved her. There 
never was anyone but her in my life 
till now. Didn’t I tell you that long ago 
| back-trailed myself from women? I 
was a Texas ranger till—till Milly left 
home, an’ then I became somethin’ else— 
Lassiter! For years I’ve been a lonely 
man set on one thing. I came here an’ 
met you. An’ now I’m not the man | 
was. The change was gradual an’ I took 
no notice of it. I understand now that 
never-satisfied longin’ to see you, listen 
to you, watch you, feel you near me. It’s 
plain now why you were never out of my 
thoughts. I’ve had no thoughts but of 
you. I’ve lived an’ breathed for you 
An’ now when I know what it means— 
what you’ve done—I’m burnin’ up with 
hell’s fire!” 

“Oh, Lassiter—no—no—you don’t love 
me that way!” Jane cried. 

“If that’s what love is, then I do.” 

“Forgive me! I didn’t mean to make 
you love me like that. Oh, what a tangle 
of our lives! You—Milly Erne’s broth- 
er! And I—heedless, mad to melt your 
heart toward Mormons. But, Lassiter, | 
may be wicked, but not wicked enough to 
hate. If I couldn’t hate Tull could I hate 
you?” 

“After all, Jane, .mebbe you're only 
blind—Mormon-blind. That only can ex- 
plain what’s close to selfishness—-- 

“I’m not selfish. I despise the very 
word. If I were free--—” 

“But you’re not free. Not free of Mor- 
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monism. You’ve got to pay. An’ in 
playin’ this game with me you've been un- 
faithful.” 

“Unfaithful!” faltered Jane. 

“Yes, I said unfaithful. You’re faith- 
ful to your bishop an ‘unfaithful to your- 
self. You're false to your womanhood 
an’ true to your religion. But for a sav- 
in’ innocence you'd have made yourself 
low an’ vile—betrayin’ me—all to bind my 
hands an’ keep me from snufhn’ out Mor- 
mon life. It’s your damned Mormon 
blindness.” 

“Ts it vile—is it blind—is it only Mor- 
monism to save human life? No, Lassi- 
ter, that’s God law, divine, universal for 
all Christians.” z 

“The blindness I mean is_ blindness 
that keeps you from seein’ the truth. [ve 
known many good Mormons. But some 
are blacker than hell. You won’t see that 
even when you know it. Else, why all 
this blind passion to save the life of that 
—that? ii 

Jane shut out the light and the hands 
she held over her eyes trembled and quiv- 
ered against her face. 

“Blind—yes, an’ let me make it clear 
an’ simple to you,” Lassiter went on, his 
voice losing its tones of anger. “Take 
for instance that idea of yours last night 
when you wanted my guns. It was good 
an’ beautiful, an’ showed your heart—but 








(To be continued) 


-—why, Jane, it was crazy. Mind I’m as 
sumin’ that life to me is as sweet as to 
any other man. An’ to preserve that life 
is each man’s first an’ clesest thought. 
Where would any man be on this border 
without guns? Where, especialiy, would 
Lassiter be? Well, I'd be under the 
sage with thousands of other men, now 
livin’, an’ sure better men than me. Gun- 
packin’ in the West, since the Civil War, 
five years back, has growed into a kind 
of moral law. An’ out here on this bor- 
der it’s the difference between a man an’ 
somethin’ not a man. Look what your 
takin’ Venters’ guns from him all but 
made him! Why, your churchmen carry 
guns. Tull has killed a man an’ drawed 
on others. Your bishop has shot a half 
dozen men, an’ it wasn’t through prayers 
of his that they recovered. An’ to-day 
he'd have shot me if he'd been quick 
enough on the draw. Could I walk or 
ride down into Cottonwoods without my 
guns? This is a wild time, Jane Wither- 
steen, this year of our Lord 1871.” 

“No time—for a woman!” exclaimed 
Jane, brokenly. “Oh, Lassiter, I feel 
helpless—lost—and know not where to 
turn. If I am blind—then O God! I 
need some one—a friend—you, Lassiter, 
—more than ever!” 

“Well, I didn’t say nothin’ about goin’ 
back on you, did 1?” 

















BIG-GAME RIFLES—AND SOME OTHERS 


BEING THE UNSOLICITED AND INCONSEQUENTIAL GRUMBLING OF A BACKSLIDER 


BY S. D. 


and quickest way to grab a chunk of 

your interest is with a few compara- 
tive figures. So the kindergarten will 
come to attention with eyes on the black- 
board—there; just as a starter: 


|: you are a rifle crank, about the surest 


Velocity Energy Penetra- 
at 50 ft. at 50 ft. tion 
Foot Foot %-in. Trajectory 
Caliber. seconds. pounds. boards. 300 yds. 
45-70 1286 1486 13 29.00 
.50-95 1493 1484 10 33.51 
Who’s that said “ancient history? 


conclusions—it’s just my 
way of getting started, instead of saying, 
“Once upon a time.” Let me chalk up 
about two more lines, and then we'll talk 
a lot. 


6 mm. Navy 2500 
30U.S.Army 1960 


Don’t jump at 


9.14 
11.40 


1553 60 
1880 68 

It’s ten to one that you are now better 
pleased—if a thoroughly up-to-date rifle 
crank. Still discussing things at a dis- 
tance, but sufficiently modern to be un- 
derstandable. The .45-70 and .50-95 were 
old-fogy cartridges; you know of them 
only by tradition—but in the day of their 
popularity they stood for effectiveness and 
sudden death. Now—well, we'll not dis- 
miss them as has-beens without an argu- 
ment. 

Four short lines of little type, but they 
contain considerable information about 
the old sort of ammunition and the new. 
Ponder over them well, and if your brain 
goes dotty until you can make trajectory 
and penetration spell meat-in-the-pot, the 
experience will not be unique in history 
by several thousand instances—and then 
some. Most of us like cartridge prescrip- 
tions that are formulated with a view to 
abundant initial velocity and striking en- 
ergy. We got the habit in a legitimate 
way about the time our wide-awake Gov- 
ernment first began monkeying with the 
European type of military rifle, which was 
beneficently designed to increase the cas- 


BARNES 


ualties the other fellows and at 
the same time encourage reputable life- 
insurance companies to assume war risks. 
Briefly, the object of the new arm was 
to make two troublesome cripples grow 
where formerly there had been a single 
quiet and well-behaved dead one. A won- 
derful improvement in firearms? Sure. 
Compare the initial speed, striking energy 
and trajectory curve of the Springfield 
bullet with those of the Krag-Jorgensen 
projectile. And then there’s five times the 
penetration. The big bullet was soft lead, 
while the smaller one was full metal 
patched, but what of that? It was easy 
to understand that a soft-lead bullet of 
small caliber, propelled by a heavy charge 
of powder, would be apt to jump the 
rifling and get jammed out of shape. 
Hurrah for the metal jackets! What’s 
prettier than a cartridge belt with its row 
of primed brass heads above the loop 
strap and the polished metal bullets peep- 
ing out below! 

American sportsmen were frantic to ob- 
tain hunting rifles adapted to the new am- 
munition. They got them. Our manu- 
facturers supplied the demand with com- 
mendable promptness. Business is busi- 
ness. But I will say for the makers of 
rifles and ammunition that they have more 
than once gone out of their way to point 
out the difference between an ideal mili- 
tary arm and the perfect hunting rifle. 
No one listened or gave heed, but it was 
a public duty conscientiously performed, 
and, let us hope, brought its own reward. 
What they might do toward weaning the 
shooting public away from the unpromis- 
ing extreme they have done, through the 
introduction of modified loads, larger of 
caliber and of proportionately lighter 
powder charge, with rifles adapted to their 
use. For the new rifles and ammunition 
they have claimed exactly the results that 


among 
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they would give—no more, certainly no 
One of the leading manufacturing 
concerns publishes this regularly in its 
catalogue: 

“Penetration is the measure of 
striking energy. All other things 
being equal, the bullet which resists de- 
formation will give the maximum pene- 
tration. The soft-pointed bullet—which 
generally stops inside the skin of the ani- 
mal—delivers its whole energy; while the 
full metal patched bullet, which passes 
through the animal, may make a less se- 
vere wound. Penetration, therefore, is 
not a good test of killing power.” 

The full metal patched bullet is conced- 
edly not desirable for hunting game of 
size and vitality. The soft-pointed bullet 
is preferable. Still it is only a makeshift 
—heavily patched with metal, so that it 
will follow, instead of jumping over, the 
rifling, and its efficacy dependent upon the 
soft-lead point, which is by no means cer- 
tain to expand upon flesh. In deer shoot- 
ing the soft-point bullet is not likely to 
stop inside the skin unless it has come in 
contact with one of the larger bones. 
The chances are more than even that it 
will pass through a moose from side to 
side, mushrooming only slightly. But 
even at that the soft-point bullet has en- 
abled the high-power rifle to retain to the 
present time its doubtful popularity for 
big-game hunting. Soft-lead bullets are 
not for the man who swears by the more 
modern arm. They do not fit in well with 
small calibers and high velocity. 

While on the subject of rifle manufac- 
turers, it may be well to add that those 
formerly producing low-power rifles of 
the heavier calibers have continued their 
production. They are regularly listed and 
have continued in demand. Occasionally 
we hear of their re-adoption by sportsmen 
who, right or wrong, dislike to take to 
themselves all blame for the deer that is 
shot at and gets away. Depending again 
upon a friend known to be trustworthy— 
the old rifle, foddered with modern smoke- 
which these same forethoughtful 


less. 


not 


less, 


manufacturers have wisely provided. 
But in what respects were we gainers 
by abandoning an old friend for the new? 
What did we get that was worth while? 
We secured (1) a 


Let me enumerate: 
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reduction in caliber, permitting the use 
of a lighter arm by a half-pound or a 
pound, which is certainly worth while; 
(2) wonderful initial veloc:ty, and (3) an 
increase of energy quite as wonderful 
when one considers the I'ghtness of the 
bullet. As an outcome of speed and en- 
ergy we also have (4) a flat trajectory 
and (5) a whole lot of penetration. Ac- 
curacy we will not consider, although the 
feregoing factors will figure neither way 
in the final analysis unless the bullet finds 
its target. The smallness of caliber ne- 
cessitates the use of a bullet that will 
mushroom upon impact, to hinder exces- 
sive penetration—which is “not a good 
test of killing power.” The powerful 
charge of explosives required to furnish 
the high velocity is prohibitive to the em- 
ployment of soft-lead bullets; those that 
are full metal patched will remain prac- 
tically unmutilated after passing through 
many inches of wood, and the soft-nose 
bullet is of erratic habits. As regards tra- 
jectory, I have given only the curves of 
the several cartridges at 300 yards, which 
is twice or three times the distance at 
which game is ordinarily killed. The 100- 
yard trajectory of the 6 mm. Navy is only 
.76. This cartridge belongs in a class by 
itself—or perhaps I should say belonged— 
for it speedily won a well-deserved retire- 
ment from duty. Hundred-yard trajec- 
tory of the .30 Government, 1.00; .45-70, 
4.12; 50-95, 2.58. The .5v-110 has practi- 
cally taken the place of the latter car- 
tridge, with a shade lower trajectory. 
Were these high curves of the older 
weapons prohibitive to success in big- 
game hunting? Wouldn’t you be willing 
to calculate the power holding at varying 
distance, if assured beyond a shadow of 
doubt that the rifle would do all the rest? 
Of what material account is the variation 
of an inch or so when delivering a smash- 
ing, life-destroying blow at the broadside 
of as bg an animal as a deer or moose? 
Cut out the finely drawn theories—we are 
none of us striving for thumbnail bull’s- 
eyes when big game shows over the rifle 
sights. 

And then there is penetration. About 
how much energy would be required to 
jab a sharp, quarter-inch steel rod through 
the carcass of a big bull moose? A thou- 
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THE RHYME OF THE ANCIENT RIFLEMAN 

















Here are the loads Uncle Sam built. 


sand pounds? You could do the trick 
with one hand—and if the animal was 
alive it would take considerable prodding 
of this sort to put him out of commission. 
If the sieve-making process was per- 
formed with a rifle, there would be a dead 
loss of all bullet energy beyond the 
amount which lies back of a single-hand 
thrust. This ought to explain why, in ac- 
ccunts of later-day hunts, two or three 
paragraphs are ornamented here and there 
with italicized bangs before “at last the 
big fellow went down to stay.” Modern 
rifles have plenty of power, but only a 
small portion of it can be utilized. In 
deer hunting on wooded ground, taking a 
hundred shots as they offer, standing, 
jumping or flying, the old .44-40 would 
pile up more venison than any high-power 
rifle of to-day, for the simple reason thai 
its 688 pounds of energy was practically 
all expended on the game, while its soft- 
lead bullet generally mushroomed well and 
cut an open channel for the blood to fol- 
low. Did you ever try to trail a deer 
that had been wounded with a_ .30-30? 
Well, never mind giving the particulars. 
But let’s take a look at a few of the 
cartridges under discussion—it will be 
worth the trouble, if only to observe the 
progress of evolution toward the old relia- 
ble big calibers. Group them in bunches 
and enliven the object lesson with 
snatches of nursery rhyme, as above. 
Little ones, hearken unto your Uncle 
David. There are two ways in which a 
modern high-power, small-caliber rifle 
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Here are some modifications of same— 
Duly commissioned to lame and maim 
And otherwise discommode the game— 
Demanded because of the growing fame 
Of the cartridges Uncle Sam built. 


may be made a better big-game gun, 
namely and to wit: increase the diameter 
of bore or reduce the powder charge. 
Funny, but true. Every change made by 
manufacturers in either of these direc- 
tions has been helpful. The .33 and .35 
are better cartridges for big game than 
their predecessors of smaller caliber—at 
least in the respect that they punch bigger 
holes. I also have in mind that the .405 
cartridge is credited with a lot of African 
trophies of the sort that are best collected 
with a 18-inch cannon. Since the .405 is 
the big chief of all modern American car- 
tridges in the very important matter of 
caliber, and since its 3,007 foot pounds of 
striking energy was matched against thick 
skins and bulky bodies, there was no rea- 
son to anticipate other than satisfactory 
results. Suitable for deer shooting? With 
a 12.82 trajectory at 300 yards? Oh, chil- 
dren dear! 

Maybe you've never stopped to think 
how desirable a high trajectory may be— 
especially when hunting in a region where 
there are presumably living creatures 
other than yourself and the deer, and more 
especially if there is undergrowth to re- 
strict the range of vision. The higher 
the curve the quicker will the bullet bury 
itself harmlessly in the ground after pass- 
ing the game. In the estimation of a cau- 
tious man the drop of bullets from the old 
black-powder rifles was pleasantly abrupt. 
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ITT. 
And these were built as an afterthought, 
So the crippled game might be easier caught ; 
hey were formulated. built and bought 


And got the meat—but not as they ought? 


Because, dear children, such things can’t be 
Performed just right with velocitee, 
Penetration, trajectoree— 

The sole desirable points, you see, 

Of the cartridges Uncle Sam built. 


Since then the danger zone has been ex- 
tended—easily a mile or so. 

[ am a believer in modern rifles for 
long-range work, where their marvelous 
power may be advantageously employed. 
They are arms for the open grounds—for 
African veldts; the barren grounds of the 
North; our own mountains, where we 
hunt with field glasses from a point of 
vantage and must accept long shots or 
get none. In that respect they are special 
purpose arms—the best obtainable, wrest- 
ing success from doubtful chance. But 
don’t make the mistake of believing in the 
ex'stence of a satisfactory all-round gun. 

In my time I have killed a few deer and 
a scattering of other big game. You will 
say it was hardly probable that I should 
conclude this article without making such 
a claim. Perhaps you will have guessed 
the sort of rifle I used, thus forestalling 
my confession. But it chances that I, 
too, in my time, chased the rainbow of 
minute and speedy projectiles with their 
correspondingly flat curve and almost un- 
believable penetration. Which one of us 
is proof against temptation? But from 
experience and meditation much of wis- 
dom may be gleaned. Moreover, the most 


rabidly enthusiastic converts invariably 
make the most noise when they have back- 
slid—maybe backslod is the word, what! 








IV. 

And here are the loads that delivered the 

goods, 
On plains and mountains, in tangled woods, 
In Arctic snow and tropical heat— 
The punkin-slingers that bagged the meat 
By knocking the game clear off its feet, 
So repeating arms didn’t have to repeat; 
But their lines lack the slenderness exqueez- 


eet 
Of the cartridges Uncle Sam built. 


Anyway, in these busy times, when a fel- 
low wastes two or three valuable days 
looking for a deer, and a few more pre- 
cious seconds perforating the aforesaid 
Cervus Virginiansus with two or three 
minute circular orifices right around close 
to where he lives, there is bound to be 
more or less disappointment if the affair 
degenerates into a donation party for the 
benefit of a few indigent wolves in the 
next county. My idea of a deer hunt is to 
have the Marathon prior to the shooting 
—not subsequent thereto. 

But, of course, it is all a matter of 
whether you want meat or just a little 
rifle practice. To me there is satisfaction 
in knowing that if I hold anywhere inside 
the periphery of a deer I will knock him 
clear off the Christmas tree and beyond 
all chance of coming back—or going fur- 
ther. 

The high-power bug found me an easy 
victim, and for the reason hereunto ap- 
pended. In my upcoming as a theoretical 
rifleman there was a school of sportsmen 
writers who had gone quite daffy on low 
trajectory and express shock. Thcodore 
Van Dyke, the “Still Hunter” man, had 
the sensible end of the argument, holding 
fast to a .45-caliber, hollow-pointed, 300- 
grain bullet with oodles of powder behind 














it; but there was a certain Colonel Pickett 
who had apparently dedicated his life to 
exterminating the grizzly family with a 
.32 cartridge of special design, and no 
prophet of old ever attracted a bigger fol- 
lowing by crying aloud in the wilderness. 
Those were happy days for Barlow, of 
the Ideal Mfg. Co.; empty shells sold 
more readily than loaded cartridges, and 
the junk shops were skinned clean of 
small-caliber shooting-irons that could be 
rechambered and restocked at about twice 
the cost of a new gun. Accident of loca- 
tion prevented putting my own ideas to a 
practical test. Sometimes it pays to be 
so far in the woods that you can’t get 
out. A friend of mine, whose pen name 
would be familiar to all who read the 
sportsmen’s journals of the early ‘90s em- 
bittered the last years of his life by pur- 
chasing a .388-90-217 and striving to make 
it do the work of a full-grown arm. My 
own speculations favored a .25-25 shell 
crammed full of some really energetic 
nitro compound—but never mind about 
that now. My life was saved through the 
growing availability of ready-made, high- 
power rifles. Perhaps I should be thank- 
ful—whether or not the feeling is shared 
by my readers. 

There were no “slobbering” kills to 
confess to my hunting cronies in the old 
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days. I can’t recall losing game that was 
fairly hit with either a .45 or .50 bullet. 
Anywhere from neck to hip scored a 
knockdown—and generally a _ staydown. 
These big calibers are meat mutilators, 
but I agree with Van Dyke, who said it 
was better to muss up a shoulder of veni- 
son than to lose a whole deer. Now that 
there are high-velocity cartridges obtain- 
able I can recommend the full-grown 
rifles to my metal-patch and soft-nose 
brethren—but not for me, please. The 
plain smokeless loads represent improve- 
ment aplenty. 

To conclude, there was once a budding 
artist whose horses and dining-room 
tables looked so much alike that he had to 
label them for the convenience of his ad- 
mirers. The practice is still followed in 
art-museum cataloguing; it is a praise- 
worthy one and aids the illusion when we 
are striving to see “summer haze” effects 
in a canvas thinly smeared with blue-grey 
paint. In the same way the arm that is 
sold to us as a big-game rifle is quite 
easily accepted as such—unless we have 
known the real article. But even then it 
is not up to us to voice our dissatisfaction 
—unless we just happen to feel like grum- 
bling. In that case, why not grumble? 

Methought there was an echo, “Why, 
indeed ?” 








“THEY WERE POPPED INTO THE PAN BETWEEN THE SLICES OF BACON” 


A CHRONICLE OF CAMPING 


A PACK TRIP THROUGH THE TEMAGAMI REGION 


BY WILLIAM GERARD CHAPMAN 


FTER two weeks in the Temagami 
A region of Ontario our party, now 

numbering seven with the four 
guides paid off, turned homeward. Bob 
and I bid the other fellows good-bye at 
North Bay -and started westward to fill 
out our allotted five weeks of vacation 
in another part of Canada, an old haunt 
of ours in Algoma, north of “The Soo.” 
There at “Dinny” Edward’s shack on the 
shores of Trout Lake we found the wel- 
come we had looked forward to from the 
genial game warden and fire ranger who 
makes the place his home. 

Bob and I had spent a strenuous two 
weeks in Temagami following a chain 
of lakes many miles in extent, paddling 
our canoes over long stretches of some- 
times rough water, packing heavy bur- 
dens across the carrys, and paying rather 
more attention to covering the route se- 
lected than to fishing; “feeshing fifteen 





minute and then traverse like hell for 
two day!” as Joe Beaucage, one of the 
French-Indian guides, described it. 

So when we reached Dinny’s we said 
we'd “just loaf and rest up, and fish a 
little when we danged please.” And we 
did—for about two days. And then the 
lure of the trail ate in our hearts and 
we fidgeted and squirmed in the narrow 
confines of four wooden walls and a 
roof. That is how it appealed to us, any- 
way, although we spent nine hours of 
the day within the shack, and were un- 
conscious during that time—except when 
Dinny snored. 

So we unjointed our rods, got together 
our outfit, depleted Dinny’s hoard of ba- 
con, flour, “air-tights” and whatever else 
we could purloin from his cook shed, and 
piled them on a hand car that would take 
us up the two streaks of rust called a 
railroad—used for taking out the lumber 























-——to where we would hit the trail for 
Loon Lake. 

And what heart-breaking pull we had! 
A three per cent. grade, winding around 
timbered hills, now skirting the base of 
an element-scarred palisade, now rum- 
bling over a narrow wooden trestle bridg- 
ing a stream or lake or deep gully, but 
ever upward and onward, like any of 
Horatio Alger, Jr.’s, heroes. Rounding a 
sharp curve hung on the side of a steep 
hill, we interrupted a supper-going party 
ot two deer bound for the lake at its 
base, where they had an engagement to 
dine on the tender lily buds in the shal- 
lows; and hurriedly finding their appetites 
gone, they bounded away with a saucy 
flirt of their truce-colored flags—fitting 
emblem of the close season! 

But we finally emerged from “the sec- 
ond rock cut beyond the fifth trestle, just 
a few rods ahead of Mile 61,” and there 
was the undisputed blaze that marked the 
carry to Lily Pad Lake. We unloaded 
our duffle, lifted the hand car from the 
tracks and cached it in a clump of sec- 
ond-growth. Then we started down the 
trail with our packs. I say “down” ad- 
visedly, for it was very much that, to 
the tune of what seemed to be forty-five 
degrees. Bob started first, and almost 
immediately stumbled on a root, upon 
which the tump-line slid suddenly up over 
his forehead, sadly mussing his front 
hair. The pack fell sidewise, and, skill- 
fully dodging his sudden grab, plunged 
down the trail. It is in such critical mo- 
ments that inspirations are born, and as 
quickly as I could curb my laughter suf- 
ficiently to shout “’Ware avalanche!” I 
let fall my pack, jumped three feet in the 
air and sent my own entry into the Hill- 
side Stakes. My racer, being scratch, 
was naturally the favorite with at least 
half of the grandstand—which quickly 
became a grand run—and gained consid- 
erably at the half, fouling the leader 
shamefully at the three-quarter, shedding 
weight at every bound and passing Bob’s 
favorite in the stretch, coming in under 
the wire the winner by a nose—the nose 
of a disgusted coffee pot that protruded 
inquiringly from the middle of the pack. 
30b’s protest that my entry be disquali- 
fied for shedding weight was allowed, 
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with the proviso that he assist in retriev- 
ing said weight from the wake of the 
race, and when the discard was assem- 
bled and the packs restored to proper 
shape we returned to the head of the trail 


for the balance of our duffle. This we 
could not risk in a speed contest, so a lit- 
ter was improvised from two long sap- 
lings, and with the boxes of grub placed 
crosswise we lifted the burden—Bob tak- 
ing his end on his shoulders and I the 
other in my hands—and carefully made 
our way down again. 

At Lily Pad Lake we found Dinny’s Pe- 
terborough drawn up in the thicket of In- 
dian tea that bordered the shore, and the 
paddles were soon discovered in their 
hiding place a few steps off the trail. 
When everything was stowed in the canoe 
we started on our paddle across the lake, 
having difficulty at first in getting through 
the tangle of lilies that filled the shal- 
lows. Suddenly two black mallards, dis- 
turbed at their feeding, rose almost within 
the shadow of our bow, winging their 
way swiftly in a wide circle to the far- 
ther end of the lake. A heron, angered 
at our invasion of his domain, squawked 
his dismal forebodings of what our visit 
portended from the shore grass on the 
further side. A few rods from our 
course a muskrat smoothly plowed his 
way through the water, seemingly oblivi- 
ous to our presence, but undoubtedly pos- 
sessed by a burning curiosity and too 
dignified to show it. 

How good it seemed once more to bury 
the blade of a paddle in the clear water 
and to feel the sensitive craft respond as 
though anxious to give its best speed to 
our strokes! The glorious feeling of 
being free from every restriction of civ- 
ilization surged through us; we were sav- 
ages, concerned solely with the problem 
of gaining our sustenance from the boun- 
tiful store in wildwood and water (eked 
out, to be sure, by the “air-tights” and 
such semi-civilized grub) and a place to 
lay our heads with the going down of the 
sun. 

Across the water a dark spot in the 
heavily wooded shore proclaimed the 





opening of the trail, and, reaching it, 
we beached our canoe half its length up 
the soft rim of the lake and unloaded our 








$12 Field and Stream 





“UNTIL WE COULD RETIRE TO OUR SNUG 


SHELTER” 


duffle. Then across the portage, through 
the hardwood growth of birch and poplar, 
we carried our canoe—carried it, pushed 
it, pulled it, for it was too heavy a bur- 
den for one man to shoulder—and after 
a warm, muscle-straining effort slid it 
thankfully into a cove of Loon Lake. 
Then when a pipe had soothed us, while 
stretched out on the leaf-covered ground, 
we returned over the trail and in two trips 
brought over the balance of our stuff and 
stowed it again in the canoe. The shad- 
ows were lengthening by this time, and 
we tightened our belts, shed much of 
our clothing, and prepared for a stiff 
paddle up the mile and a half of water 
that lay between us and our camping 
ground. The wind had risen and blew 
in our faces, churning the bosom of the 
lake into white caps, and a few drops 
of rain splashed on our hatless heads. 
The necessity for making camp inspired 
us to put every ounce of strength into 
our strokes, and we drove the canoe 
through the water at racing speed. 

The huge granite boulders along the 
water’s edge stood out from the dark 
green of the forest in grim masses, and 
gave to the lake a greater magnificence 





than the low-lying, lily-bordered shores 
of the lake we had just left. The weird 
cry of a loon pierced the stillness and ech- 
oed and re-echoed until the air seemed 
filled with the wailings of a whole family 
of loons that was grieving over some 
unbearable sorrow. 

“Oh, for some of that bacon and those 
eggs and that coffee!” chanted Bob to 
the tune of the loon’s grief; and “Oh, for 
that bed of balsam and that tent keeping 
out the rain!” I sing-songed the response. 
for darkness was beginning to dim the 
shores, blending the granite and green 
into a gray haze, and the heavens were 
frowning their promise of tears. 

In years past we had fished the lower 
part of Loon Lake, where we got good 
strings of big trout, but we had never 
visited the upper end; and when we 
reached it we saw before us as perfect 
a camping spot as ever gladdened the 
eyes of two tired, hungry cruisers. A 
gently sloping beach of smooth sand, not 
forty feet wide, bounded on either hand 
by rocky shores, led to the forest fioor 
that rose abruptly about two feet, and 
disclosed a tiny, cleared spot surrounded 
by fir and white birch. A few rods to 
one side a small stream flowed into the 
lake, and above the soft soughing of the 
wind in the trees could be heard the 
music of the waterfall that the next day 
we discovered in the brook’s course just 
a step beyond our camp. 

We set to with a will to get our stores 
unshipped, and, placing under the up- 
turned canoe the stuff we didn’t need 
immediately, Bob busied himself with 
cutting tent poles and pegs and balsam 
browse for the beds, while I broke open 
the grub boxes and started supper. Lend- 
ing Bob a hand with the tent raising, we 
got our shelter up, and then in almost 
total darkness ate with infinite relish the 
hastily prepared meal. There was no 
time to loll and smoke with the elements 
threatening a downpour, and busying our- 
selves with getting everything in the tent, 
including plenty of dry wood, we post- 
poned the solace of our pipes until we 
could retire to our snug shelter and bid 
the rain descend. And the early promise 
was fulfilled, for no sooner had we laced 
tight the tent flap than the storm broke, 








and the heavens wept copiously at our 
having escaped their designs. 

3ut we cared not. With candles fas- 
tened with a band of birch bark in the 
split ends of green sticks stuck into the 
earth, we lighted our cozy quarters, and 
stretched out, wrapped in our blankets 
on our beds of balsam, we smoked con- 
tentedly and happily, and listened with 
keen satisfaction to the impotent fury of 
the storm we had outwitted. Ever and 
again, as the wind lulled for a moment, 
the soothing music of the waterfall fell 
sweetly upon our ears, and under the 
spell of its slumber song we passed into 
dreamland. 

In the morn'ng the storm had cleared 
and the sun shone brightly on a thor- 
oughly waslied world of rugged, forest- 
clad hills and lake—a lake which at that 
moment was only a splendidly roomy 
bathtub—and with twin yells we bounded 
out of our warm blankets, and, hopping 
frantically over the none-too-smooth bath 
mat that lay under our feet, plunged into 
the icy depths and splashed about until 
the awakened blood raced through our 
veins and brought a comfortable glow to 
our frames. A quick insertion of shiv- 
ering I'mbs into warm clothes, and we set 
about making breakfast, Bob unlimbering 
his rod and seeking the pool that must 
lie at the base of the waterfall, and I 
starting a fire and preparing the “par- 
ritch,” bacon, flapjacks and coffee. The 
bacon I fixed in the biggest frying pan, 
under a well-grounded suspicion that it 
scon would have company; and, sure 
enough, Bob presently returned with half 
a dozen trout, of a size guaranteeing their 
toothsomeness — black-backed, orange- 
bellied little fellows, firm of flesh and 
sweet. Quickly dressed, they were popped 
into the pan between the slices of bacon, 
and then, with appetites already made 
keen by our early morning splash and 
whetted to a feather edge by the bouquet 
arising from sizzling bacon, crisping trout 
and bubbling coffee, we fell to. 

Ah, if we could only bring those appe- 
tites back to town with us! And with it 
the relish with which we stowed away 
that terrific breakfast! Did tobacco ever 
taste so good as that first pipe of the 
day, after the last cup of coffee, while we 
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“PARRITCH, BACON, FLAPJACKS AND 
COFFEE” 


lay stretched out on the fir-carpeted floor 
of our vast living-room ? 

At last, regretfully knocking the ashes 
from our pipes, we arose to the task of 
dish-washing. With a panful of wood 
ashes and water and a handful of moss 
the most stubborn greasiness will vanish 
from pots and pans and plates, and with 
the sandy beach as a scouring board for 
the knives and forks the cooking kit was 
soon transformed to a shining heap of 
aluminum a-drying in the sun. 

That day we explored the woods for 
several miles back of our camp, following 
for a distance an old, almost obliterated 
Indian trail, trod centuries past by the 
Ojibways, whose hunting ground this was 
before the invasion of their domain by 
the paleface. It led to a small lake at a 
considerably higher altitude than our 
camp, and patterned more on the plan of 
Lily Pad Lake than on our hard-bot- 
tomed, granite-girt Lake o’ the Loons. 
As we approached its shore we proceeded 
with the caution that doubtless was ob- 
served by our long-remote predecessors 
as they stole upon their quarry; and when 














“SLID IT THANKFULLY INTO A COVE OF LOON LAKE” 


we could peer through the thicket that 
bounded its rim our care was rewarded 
by the sight of a doe and a fawn knee- 
deep in the water of the opposite shore, 
placidly nibbling the succulent water 
plants. Suddenly the doe raised her head, 
stamped impatiently a brief and puzzled 
moment and then turned swiftly and dis- 
appeared with her offspring in the thick 
woods. All about us were the prints of 
dainty hoofs in the mud beach, and here 
and there the ox-like track of a moose. 
A great feeding ground this, and we reg- 
istered a vow to return later in the season 
when we might subject our four-footed 
neighbors to a sterner interview than the 
law would permit at this season. 

At the end of our day of exploration, 
finished with a few casts into the pool at 
the base of the waterfall, which yielded 
a dozen or so lively trout on which we 
dined bountifully, we built a rousing fire 
on the beach, and, seated within its com- 
fortable glow, smoked and talked the 
evening away. Earlier in the day Bob 


had drawn from some remote corner of 
his kit a mouth organ, producing it with 
an air of surprise and a gratified “Look 
who’s here!” and with this instrument of 
melody he woke the echoes in a manner 
that would shame a Symphony concert. 
Real music it seemed, too, there under 
the limitless dome of star-studded sky, 
with no applause but that of the wavelets 
lapping against the beach and the snap- 
ping and crackling of the camp fire. How 
many forest denizens marveled at the 
melody and came to seek its source I 
know not, but the occasional snapping of 
a twig back in the darkness of the trees 
and here and there twin points of light, 
that may have been fireflies or glow- 
worms, or maybe not, seemed to indicate 
that we had an audience. It gave one a 
deliciously creepy feeling, and a desire to 
hug the fire until the other fellow hap- 
pened to be going back to the tent, too. 
Soon our eyes grew heavy and Bob 
tucked away his mouth organ. The fire 
died slowly to a bed of glowing coals, 
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and at last we stumbled to the tent and 
turned into the sleep that seemed fairly 
waiting to encompass us. 

The next day we fished the lake, finding 
that the big trout would take only live 
minnows and were sw:mming deep. We 
were satisfied with five big fellows, run- 
ning about a pound and a half, except a 
monster Bob caught that scaled an ounce 
less than three pounds and measured sev- 
enteen inches. A veritable Goliath was 
he, with vicious, undershot jaw, his back 
a green that was almost black, deep 
orange belly and sides scarred with the 
wounds of many battles. 

Once we landed at a chaotic pile of im- 
mense broken boulders and cast into the 
depths at their base. And here we dis- 
covered the friendliest colony of mink 
that ever made overtures to their natural 
enemy. One stole up boldly to within 
three feet of where we sat, and, snatching 
a minnow from the few we had laid on 
the rock, scurried back in the brush and 
cached it, or perhaps took the morsel to 
its babies, and then returned for more. 
After it had stolen three we had to pro- 
tect our remaining bait by placing it be- 
tween our knees. Whereupon the auda- 
cious robber came and glared at us and 
bared his teeth when we shook our finger 
at him. Another one swam in a con- 
stantly narrowing half circle around the 
jutting rock on which we sat, eyeing us 
with an unblinking gaze of curiosity that 
indicated either his hopeless youth and 
inexperience or the absence of trappers in 
his domain. 

Down where we had entered the lake 
we had seen indications of beaver, and 
on another day we searched out the abode 
of the colony and its field of activity. 
On one shore of the cove we found its 
house, an immense mound of sticks art- 
fully built with its unseen entrance under 
water; and on the opposite shore we later 
discovered the colony’s forage ground. 
Under the overhanging bushes at the wa- 
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ter’s edge was a perfectly constructed 
“dock,” a bay dug into the bank, perhaps 
ten feet and about four wide, the thick 
tree cut off flush with the sides. 
From the head of this inlet a well-worn 
roadway extended back into the forest, 
which here was thickly grown with hard- 
wood, and from this ma‘n artery radiated 
several lesser paths, along which the birch 
and poplar had been neatly felled, some 
of the trees having a thickness of a man’s 
thigh. Cleverest of woodland dwellers, 
these; masters of masonry and engineer- 
ing and the most modern of the forest 
folk, for it is well-nigh impossible to view 
them at their work, so timid are they of 
mankind. 

So the days went swiftly by, days of 
keenest pleasure and profit in the pursuit 
of woodland lore; lazy, happy days with 
just sufficient fishing to stock our larder; 
days spent in exploring the ever-varying 


roots 





topography of our wilderness domain, 
when 
“Toot, toot!” came a faint, familiar 


blast from the far end of the lake one 
early afternoon, and with hearts that fell 
into our boots we paddled down the long 
reach of sweet water to find Dinny and 
his dinner horn—a trumpet of birch bark 
—awaiting us. 

“Telegraph for yez,” said Dinny, hand- 
ing me the well-known jaundiced scrap of 
evil import. Some well-meaning timber 
cruiser had brought it in from the Soo, 
and Dinny, true to his trust, had fetched 
it the rest of the way, circling Lily Pad 
Lake afoot, a matter altogether of a good 
half-day’s travel. They needed me at the 
office, and with a sigh I passed the paper 

30b. 

“Well, Dinny, old boy,” said I, “‘it 
means back to the busy marts of trade for 
us, and the quick finish of Loon Lake 
Camp.” 

“And you can paddle back with us, 
Dinny, and do a man’s share at the obse- 
quies,” said Bob. 


to 








THE “LADY LOVE,” AN IDEAL TWO-MAN HUNTING CRUISER 


THE BIG TIDE-RUNNERS OF 
MASSAPEQUA 


A FORAY UPON THE WEAKFISH AND KINGFISH OF GREAT SOUTH BAY 


BY WARREN H. MILLER 


F you get out your map of Long Island 

and put your finger on Jones’ Inlet, 

Great South Bay, just off the east end 
of Long Beach, you will have the gateway 
to a country of vast marshes, of salt 
lagoons and channels dotted with sedge 
islands—a hunter’s and fisherman’s paradise 
with the tang of the salt meadow and the 
call of the wildfowl everywhere. Herons 
flap heavily over it, pitching down into 
the shallow ponds which lie scattered over 
the marsh; wisps of snipe flit hither and 
yon across the flats, and ducks come here 
in thousands spring and fall. Over be- 
yond the distant dunes splendid night fish- 
ing in the surf is to be had, and in the 
channels you get the big tide-runner weak- 
fish and kingfish in July and later the 





gamy blues, which will outfight any bass 
that ever waved a fin. 

Walter Sawyer is king over this em- 
pire of inconceivable distances—a little 
weather-beaten, coppery human _ insect, 
hard as iron, keen as steel, efficient as a 
bear trap,—take him how you will, with 
rifle after big game, with 10-bore among 
the wild fowl or 20-gauge in the uplands; 
with surf rod, bait casting or fly rod. 
Walter is a wizard of the outdoors. 
Savage as an Indian in the pursuit of his 
prey, killer of big game from the grizzlies 
of Alaska to the moose of New Bruns- 
wick, spending one winter in Texas and 
the next in Florida, his home is Great 
South Bay, on the hunting and fishing 
cruiser Lady Love, where he studies the 
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bottom with a water telescope and the 
marsh with a 10-bore. 

Occasionally he sleeps on his house in 
Massapequa and here, by preconcerted ar- 
rangement, the Scribe arrived via Long 
Island express and soon had the wiry 
little iron man by the hand. Gathered 
unto us, at the Massapequa Rod and Gun 
Club, the Fat Man and the Business Man 
for a week’s end fishing trip. The pro- 
gram comprised a Saturday night’s fish- 
ing in the surf (transportation via Lady 
Love), a morning on the ebb tide over a 
certain famous kingfish hole that is one 
of Walter’s best bets, and an afternoon’s 
surface fishing for big tide-runner weak- 
fish on the flood tide. 

Walter, however, reckoned without his 
Jonah, the Scribe being particularly 
deadly as the biblical jinx’s principal 
representative on earth, so after seven 
weeks of drought—seven weeks of fair 
southwest wind and superb surf fishing— 
the Scribe’s arrival was the signal for the 
onset of the only southeaster of the sea- 
son. This wind brings on rain and gen- 
eral discomfort but, worse, it piles the 
whole Atlantic up on the beach and spoils 
the surf fishing. It is simply a waste of 
time to hit the dunes in a southeast blow, 
so the evening was whiled away in the 
clubhouse instead of on the moonlight 
beach of our dreams, and Susan Jane, the 
Scribe’s good old surf telegraph pole, re- 
mained in her case. 

Next morning opened up with a fine 
young drizzle, but the Four Fearless Fish- 
ermen got into action in the general direc- 
tion of the Lady Love before seven A. M. 
and were soon speeding down the creek 
towards the open marshes. 

The Lady Love is an ideal two-man 
hunting cruiser. A berth along each side 
and extending up under the bow provides 
comfortable sleeping accommodations ; 
the whole ceiling is arranged with racks 
for guns, rods, gaffs, landing nets, odds 
and ends of fishing tackle and gunner’s 
tools; up in the shadowy fore peak are 
mixed piles of rope, duck stools and snipe 
decoys; on the after cabin panels are, to 
port a four-shelf rack for provisions, to- 
bacco, tackle and shell boxes; to starboard 
the alcohol stove with plate rack and pot 
cupboard. Under the hood astern goes 
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her eight horsepower engine with all its 
gear, and you have left six feet of cock- 
pit—in all a mighty complete layout for 
a Toppan dory cruiser 23 ft. long by 5 ft. 
5 in. beam and drawing two feet of water. 

We soon reached the open channel- 
ways, with marshy islands all about us, 
each with its marsh pond, the main stamp- 
ing ground of ducks, rail and snipe. The 
latter were already flying, for we could 
hear the drooling whistle of the black- 
bellied plover, the liquid chromatic of the 
yellow legs, the querulous “dee” of the 
killdeer and the peep of the least sand 
piper all about us. Each separate wisp of 
birds brought Walter to his feet with the 
answering call, as the elemental savage is 
strong within him, and even though too 
early to shoot he lost no opportunity to 
call a flock out of its course and over the 
Lady Love. The marsh bird life was 
abundant even in mid-July; no matter 
where you looked there was sure to be a 
bird flapping——a great blue heron, night 
heron, quawk, gull or snipe. For miles 
we ripped along, passing motor boats, 
fishing parties and sail craft; also not less 
than a dozen big netting sloops with 
parties of hardfaced lawbreakers aboard 
who stared grimly at us as we passed, the 
glare being returned with interest, coupled 
with a fervent wish that the Fish and 
Game Protector’s boat was on its job in- 
stead of laying up in some harbor over 
Sunday. Most of these netters come from 
the baymen’s village of Seaford, and they 
will have all the fish in the bay cleaned 
out if something isn’t done to stop them. 

Presently we dropped anchor over the 
kingfish hole. The Fat Man and the 
3usiness Man elected to remain on the 
soft cockpit cushions of the Lady Love 
while the Scribe and Walter got out in 
the duckboat; the former perching cross- 
legged like a Turk on the stern and fish- 
ing with a five-ounce Jim Heddon bait- 
casting rod, an 8 lb. test Kingfisher line 
and the standard weakfish rig of two No. 
1 sproat hooks, 3 ft. gut leader and three- 
way brass swivel with a half-ounce sinker 
on a ten-inch bit of line attached to the 
lower ring of the swivel. 

The Fat Man and the Business Man 
were each supplied with the spare rods 
and tackle which the Lady Love furnishes 
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THE TROPHIES OF THE FAT MEN 
to her sportsmen guests, and Walter baited 
up everybody’s hooks, straightened out 
all manner of snarls and tangles, coached 
the Fat Man on how to cast with a salt 
water rod and presently all three were 
sitting as quiet as so many frogs, looking 
wise at their lines, while Walter went on 
peeling shedders and rigging up his 
famous old rod, Betsey Jane. 

After a fishless and biteless interval of 
maybe quarter of an hour on the part of 
the greenhorns, Betsey was rigged for war. 

“For Cat’s sake, man, why don’t you 
take some fish; the hole’s full of ’em!” 
scolded Walter, casting out about three 
feet beyond the Scribe’s bait. “Ha!— 
Look at that!” he exclaimed fifteen sec- 
onds later. “Look at THAT!” He struck 
savagely and Betsey Jane began to whip 
and bend while the reel horsed a fighting 
fish steadily boatwards. 

“Got him?” inquired the Scribe, look- 
ing up from his line. 

“Yep,—kingfish,” breathed Walter, 
grinding him in. “Here he comes,—little 
fellow.” 

The Scribe looked down into the 
clear salt water to perceive a fish about 
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eighteen inches long doing capers under 
the keel. Suddenly Walter’s hand shot 
down, plucking him out by the gills, and 
the duckboat was wealthier by one fine 
kingfish with his beautiful diagonal lav- 
ender bars glistening in the sunlight. 
Sawyer’s eyes sparkled. “I'll go down 
and grab his father for you in a minute,— 
what’s the matter with you, anyhow; why 
don’t you report a bite?—here, let’s feel 
that rod.” 

The Scribe passed over the little bait 
rod. ‘You have four yards of seaweed 
on your sinker and there’s a crab chew- 
ing your bait,—haul ’em in and free your 
line. You always want to feel your sinker 


, touching bottom; keep the line taut and 


the sinker striking regularly.” 

The Scribe pulled in and freed his line 
of seaweed drapery, also an antediluvian 
sea-crab who was doing his best to get 
away with the shedder. Casting with the 
two heavy baits and the one-half ounce 
sinker is not hard, and the farther out 
you can get, the better, when fishing in 
25 feet of water. 

Presently the Scribe had his line taut 
and the sinker striking bottom freely as 
he kept the rod pumping in the strong tide. 
Suddenly something violent grabbed his 
bait and threw half a dozen somersaults 
as the Scribe struck viciously. 

“Big kingfish,” declared Walter judge- 
matically. “Go easy with him now!” But 
the Scribe was used to black bass, snags 
and stumps, and gave him the rod. and 
reel unmercifully. “Yum—yum—yum,— 
come on, you baby,” he gritted as the joy 
of battle surged up in his heart and the 
fish began a lightning zigzag horizontal 
play against the alternate pumping and 
reeling tactics that the Scribe was em- 
ploying. Then came another rush with 
ripping tugs and Sawyer’s warning shout, 
“Look out, man; he’ll break that rod!” 

“He'll have to go some!” said the 
Scribe through his teeth, confidently 
reeling away, but there was a sharp snap 
as the line parted and forty cents worth 
of leaders, swivel hooks and sinker did 
the grand sneak for parts unknown in 
tow of an energetic kingfish. 

“Gosh!” ejaculated Walter. “But you 
did everlastingly hand it to that fish. 
Don’t be so rough with ’em. Judging 
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from the rushes, you had on there about 
a four-pounder. You’ve got to give those 
people their own way for at least three or 
four minutes before you start any rough- 
house with them. Be nice, now, next time, 
or you'll lose your tackle sure!” 

“Can’t get the bass habit out of my 
system,” said the Scribe, crestfallen. 
“You've got to be rough with them, you 
know, or they’ll snag you sure iy 

“T’ve got a bite—I’ve got a BITE!” 
yelled the Fat Man, suddenly waking out 
of a state of coma. “He’s a whale,— 
Lord, how he pulls—get the net,’ che 
whooped, grinding for dear life on the 
reel. He jabbed the rod butt into his fat 
paunch and reeled for dear life, curling 
his tongue out of the side of his mouth 
like a school boy over a slate. Then he 
got a new idea and rested the rod on the 
coaming for about half its length and 
cranked away at the reel as if the old 
oaken bucket were on the other end of 
the line. Presently the fish came along- 
side and the Fat Man got his first sight 
of him. “I’ve got him! I’ve got him !— 
he’s a monster!” he screamed, jumping 
up and down on tiptoes, and with one 
mighty heave a three-pound flounder was 
torn from his element, soared aloft, and 
fell back with a splash like a bale of hay. 

“Now, don’t do that again!” warned 
the Business Man agitatedly. “Just bring 
him alongside,—easy and I'll scap him for 
you.” They made eight passes at the fish 
before they got all of him netted and in 
the boat. That flounder was hooked clear 
to his toes; more than that, the other 
hook had somehow contrived to get fast- 
ened in him also, so as both of the mighty 
fishermen were afraid to touch him he 
soon had the cockpit of the Lady Love 
one vast snarl of tackle. 

But the Fat Man didn’t care; he 
chortled with elation. ‘Honest to bob, 
boys,” he declared, “that’s the biggest fish 
I ever caught in my life,—it’s the biggest 
one I ever saw. I’m a rank amateur, you 
know,” he added with a ring of conscious 
pride in his voice. “But ain’t he a daisy! 
—he’ll go all of ten pounds, won't he, 
Walter ?” 

“You bet—over ‘leven,’ choked Wal- 
ter, surreptitiously unfurling a leathery 
wink at the Scribe. Suddenly Walter 
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jumped to his feet, alert, his eyes snap- 
ping, his rod at right angles to the tide. 
“—Big fellow down there!” he whispered, 
expectantly. “Steady there now, you 
3etsey Jane, you behave yourself!” he 
growled, addressing the rod. —Yink!! 
Then there began a fell struggle with 
reel and thumb brake, and after a consid- 
erable fight the fish was brought directly 
below the boat in about 20 feet of water, 
doing zigzags all about and bending the 
stout Betsey Jane again and again to the 
water. 

Then a pause while Walter got in a few 
yards. “Going to take a turn around the 
anchor rope?” cooed he as the fish started 
for the keel of the Lady Love. “I say 
no—Get your rod up!” he shouted as the 
fish dashed around the stern of their own 
boat. The Scribe raised his high and 
Walter passed Betsey Jane around his 
upraised arms—and then back again. 
Then the fish sounded and the stout surf 
rod submerged to its reel seat while the 
Scribe wondered what would happen to 
his 5-oz. bass rod unless he gave up all 
the line on the reel pretty sudden. 





“HELD UP THE BIG WEAKFISH TO THE 


UNERRING GAZE OF THE CAMERA” 











WALTER, THE CUB, AND 


Presently the fish rose rapidly, Walter 
reeling like a fiend, and then below them 
in the clear water appeared the silver 
sides of a big weakfish a yard long. 

“Oh, for a net!” gasped Walter. “I'll 
have to get him by the gills.” The fish 
hesitated for an instant before making an- 
other dash, but his pause was fatal for, 
with a swift lift of the rod tip and a 
lightning-like dart of his brown arm, 
Walter had him through the gills and he 
came flapping aboard. It is hard to find 
a more beautiful fish than the s‘lver, red- 
and-black speckled weakfish, with his gor- 
geous lavender sheen over all of him as 
he comes out of the water. This fellow 
weighed 5% Ibs. and was 27 inches long. 

It was about time the fat men started 
something again. They did—“Yee—hee! 
—l’ve-got-a-Bite!” announced the Fat 
Man, coming out of the trance the big 
weakfish had temporarily imposed upon 
his cognitions. “Bigger than the other!” 
came the startling bulletin. “A whollopa- 
sockdologer!!”” came a second bulletin as 
the reel creaked and the rod came down 
hard on the coaming. This time the tip 
came off and while they were trying to 


ONE OF THE UNGODLY 


get it into its socket again the reel fetched 
loose and bounded down onto the cockpit 
floor. Then the two fat men quarrelled 
as to whether to pull in the remaining 
line by hand or whether there was really 
a fish on it while Walter, weak with 
laughter, leaned up against the Scribe, 
who leaned up against him. 

“Cut the comedy and get the fish!” 
gasped Walter faintly, whereupon the 
Business Man clambered for’d, secured 
the line and began hauling in hand over 
hand. 

“A million to one they have nothing on 
but a big sea-crab,” bet Walter, as he and 
the Scribe resumed business once more. 

But they hadn't. First came eight 
yards of green seaweed, lovingly draped 
around the sinker leader, next an indus- 
trious sea-crab lunching off the forward 
bait and finally, bringing up the rear of 
the procession on the second hook,—in- 
credible fact—a live two-pound kingfish 
which had irretrievably gorged bait and 
hook while the Fat Man slumbered and 
slept. 

And now the boat wouldn't hold him. 
Hadn't he, a mere beginner, already a 
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flounder and a kingfish to his credit,— 
whoops, my dear! He baited up with 
alacrity, all smiles. He didn’t know how 
to cast a surf rod, but Lord love you, 
hadn’t he seen Marty Sheridan throw the 
hammer? Three times around your head 
and away she goes—that was him! “Some 
class to that, eh!” whispered Walter out 
of his left ear. But the Fat Man didn’t 
care, he was supremely happy—wasn’t he 
arriving with the merchandise? 

And so it went—kingfish, flounders, and 
occasional blackfish, and b‘g tide-runner 
weakfish coming off the flats and making 
for the bottom of the hole all through the 
ebb tide. Then, while it slacked, lunch in 
the cabin of the Lady Love, after which 
they were to fish floating for big weakfish 
in the channels on the flood tide. You pay 
out from one hundred to two hundred feet 
of line and float the two shedder baits on 
the strong flood. The bite of the weakfish 
is two soft tugs and then a violent strike 
and you do nothing until that heavy tug 
comes, after which soak it to him! Fo- 
surface fishing the ideal tackle is the bass 
bait casting rod with 8 Ib. line and quad- 
ruple reel. Bottom fishing has so many 
interruptions in the shape of drifting sea 
weed, crabs, etc., all of which put as 
heavy strain on the light rod as the heav- 
iest you would allow a fighting fish to put, 
so that a reasonably stiff weakfish rod 
with a heavier line is more practical, and 
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as “sportsmanlike.” With surface tide 
fishing, however, there is no heavy sinker 
nor seaweed drift, and a hooked weakfish 
can put you up a spectacular fight and be 
played to a finish in four or five minutes 
with the little bass rod. 

Be that as it may, Walter reckoned 
without his jinx, the Scribe being a Jonah 
ot unparalleled magnitude, for, while the 
Lady Love chugged up the tide ways 
headed for Walter’s favorite channel a 
heavy thunderstorm came up and put an 
end to the surface fishing before it be- 
gan. At the first clap of thunder every 
weakfish leaves off surface feeding and 
digs out for bottom. There they remain 
hidden in the seaweed like so many frogs, 
nor will they feed again on the surface 
until the next flood tide. However, even 
with two-thirds of the possibilities of the 
outing spoiled—the surf fishing by the 
southeast wind and the surface fishing 
by the thundersiorm, all hands were con- 
tent, for we had taken fifty pounds of big 
and small fish from the hole and had a 
fine morning’s sport—as can also any 
good fisherman who will write ahead to 
Sawyer and get him to post you when to 
come and be himself on hand with the 
Lady Love and the all-important shedders 
Arrived back at Massapequa we got a few 
photos of the also-rans’ catch while the 
Scribe held up the big weakfish to the un- 
erring aim of the camera. 





DAWN AND EVENING 


GEORGE B. STAFF 


Across the valley golden bars of light 

In gay battalions rout the ranks of night; 
While high and clear a joyous bird note thrills 
A welcome to the morning o’er the hills. 


A silver path across the water far 
Where faintly gleams the low-hung evening star; 
Ere deep’ning darkness and the silence blest 


Bring with the twilight shadows, peace and rest. 
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$2000.00 Prize Fishing Contest 








List of Prizes and Conditions for 1912 Contest on 
Pages 4168-176 


STORIES OF THE TAKING OF THE 
RECORD FISH 
WRITTEN BY THE WINNERS 
Grand Prize Bluefish and Steelhead Trout 


First Grand Prize—Bluefish 
AWARDED TO T. R. HANNIFORD, NEW YORK 
CITY 


Weight— 9 Ibs. 4 oz. 

Where Caught—Fire Island Inlet, L. I. 
Rod—Bamboo bass rod. 

Reel-—Vom Hofe. 

Line—Cuttyhunk. 

Lure—Menhaden. 


Second Grand Prize—Bluefish 
AWARDED TO F. B. ALEXANDER, NEW YORK 


Weight—6 Ibs. 3 oz. 

Where Caught—Asbury Park, N. J. 
Rod—E, Vom Hofe split bamboo. 
Line—Six-strand linen line. 
Lure—Menhaden. 


NE fine evening in the early part of 
O October Capt. Ed Johnson sauntered 
up our driveway. Cap had two 
large and very lively lobsters tucked in 
some heavy paper under his arm. Now 
when Capt. Ed wanders into my place 


with lobsters, I know there is something 
doing. Needless to say, the crustaceans 
go as a peace offering to my wife and 
I go fishing with Cap the next day— 
that is, when the ticker will slow down 
enough to let me play hookey from the 
Stock Exchange without having my con- 
science trouble me. 

After being duly thanked and having 
congratulated each other on the state the 
weather had been in for the last forty- 
eight hours, Capt. Ed volunteered the in- 
formation that he had just landed “six 
hundred pound of blues running big,” 
thought to-morrow would be a fine day, 
and as it was the end of the season 
guessed he’d better let me know and see 
it I wanted another try at them. If you 
are a “fish fan” you would be drawn and 
quartered for betting on my answer. 

I said good-night to Capt. Ed and called 
up one of my partners who doesn’t know 
a porgy from an owl and gave him the 
joyous news that I would not be on the 
floor of the Exchange the next day. 
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You who have taken a trip know what 
anticipation means. I spent a couple of 
hours over my tackle box, and, having 
removed everything in it, replaced the 
contents and then found it in about the 
same condition as when I started. I 
picked out my 6 oz. butt and tip split bam- 
boo rod and small reel with 6-thread line 
and my 12 oz. greenheart trolling rod, tar- 
pon reel and 18-thread line. I then turned 
in and slept fitfully until daybreak. 

Well weighted down with fishing appa- 
ratus, I reached the Seabright fisherman's 
beach about daylight. Capt. Ed was on 
the job with his partner, 18-foot skiff and 
3'%4-hp. kicker. He launched her through 
the surf with that wonderful skill which 
only those men have and drew a course 
about due S. E. from the beach. I rigged 
up my squidding apparatus as we were 
making for the “Rocky Ground,” and | 
had a chance to pick up a “tuna” or 
“little tunnie” on the way out. As a 
matter of fact, I did pick up two little 
tunnies, or, as the Jersey fishermen call 
them, albacore, weighing 12 pounds 
apiece. They gave me quite some fun, 
though it was easy work with the heavy 
outfit I was using. We made a run of 
about two hours and a half before we 
came to the “Rocky Ground,” mostly sig- 
nificant for the fact that one is too far 
off shore to see any kind of rocks or even 
land, 

As we had no bait, Capt. Ed ran along- 
side of a “smack” at anchor and got 
about six bushels of menhaden, or moss 
bunker, from the captain, who was an 
old friend and shipmate. Incidentally 
we went aboard and doused a good hot 
cup of coffee in the forecastle. Have 
you ever been in the forecastle of one of 
these “oldtimers”? The coffee’s good, but 
it is no place for a weak digestion. 

From the smell of bilge water fresh 
air was real relief and we chugged along 
another half hour’s run to where three 
or four smacks were anchored. They had 
been fishing by moonlight, and one would 
have thought them deserted, as all were 
asleep below. There were twenty-five or 
thirty Seabright kicker skiffs around, all 
“gruelling,” and here and there as we 
slipped by them we would see a man haul 
in a blue, swing him under his arm, un- 


hook him and quicker than you could think 
have his hook rebaited, out and ready for 
the next. 

Capt..Ed looked matters over carefully 
and finally gave the signal to his partner 
in the bow, and over went the grapnel. 
I put on my “oilers,” Capt. Ed’s partner 
tackled the grinder and the bait began to 
fly. 

When I go fishing with Cap I always 
fish at the start, as he does, with a hand 
line, and only as we get to the last of 
our “bunkers” do I work with the rod. 
Many people will say there is no science 
fishing with a hand line, but, without go- 
ing into a discussion, | may say we use 
a 21 tarred line, 4-foot wire leader, a plain 
“smack hook” with the barb filed down 
close, and the watchword is speed. The 
least bit of slack, and off he goes. Talk 
about your kid with a cut pole, piece of 
string and a bent pin, snaking the trout 
from before your eyes! He has nothing 
on the “blueing.” Well, to work along, 
we picked up a few of the blue beauties, 
but they were not striking hard, so Cap 
went easy with the bait. We went for 
about a half hour without a strike and 
then hauled up our grapnel and beat it 
further to the south’ard, where we tried 
it again and picked up seven or eight fish. 

Toward two o’clock we quit “ground- 
ing,” hauled out our grub and went to it. 
After eating we hauled up the grapnel 
again and weit back toward our first 
slick, and about a mile from there we 
started in. We were the outside skiff and 
began to get them, not the fast work one 
gets inshore in July and August in the 
shallow water, but the steady biting, and 
maybe they weren't big fish—average 
about five pounds or more. 

My hands after about an hour of it 
were getting a bit raw when I got a good 
strike, gave a good pull and started to 
haul in. For some reason my fish wouldn’t 
come. I put plenty of power into it and 
he began to come. Capt. Ed was grin- 
ning at me, but, saying nothing, I got my 
fish after a good fight to within five 
yards of the boat, and when he saw us 
he made for England. Well, after losing 
a lot of patience and language, Capt. Ed 
gaffed a thirty-pound tuna for me. That 
was the signal for getting my “Three-six” 
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together. Usually when you strike a tuna 
in your slick it’s good-night, Mr. Blue. 
This proved the exception. I made a cast 
and in no time had a good strike. I 
hooked him and had a beautiful fight on 
my hands. Mr. Blue scrapped under 
water for a few minutes and then, not 
satisfied with that, took to the open-air 
game. That lad jumped in the air five 
umes before Capt. Ed. Gaffed him. Cap. 
was all for grabbing the line and landing 
him that way, but I could tell he was a 
good-sized fish and did not want to take 
any chances, so we used our tuna gaff, 
which was large enough to stick a por- 
poise with. That Blue was “The Lad.” 

Satisfied for the time being, I gave my 
heavy outfit to Captain Ed and told him 
to “go to it” and win an F. and S. prize. 

Fish fans! Here is where I got even 
with Capt. Ed for many a laugh he had 
on me when he was teaching me “Scien- 
tific hand line fishing” with the “unbarbed 
hook” five years ago. He let out his line, 
paying no attention to the brakes on his 
reel and it was a 6-0 Tarpon E. Vom 
Hofe at that. He had his hand on the 
line in front of the reel. I was wonder- 
ing and making sundry bets with myself 
as to what was going to happen when a 
blue bit. Cap gave one long yank, making 
the tip of his rod point due north and 
the fish due south. He let the line go to 
gab the reel handle; Mr. Fish started for 
Bermuda, Mr. Johnson dropped the rod, 
a branch of bark from his knuckles, some 
choice language and started to haul Mr. 
Blue in by hand, but like many other big 
fish, he had taken time by the forelock. 
I must acknowledge Cap was some game. 
He tried again, and this time hung on to 
the handle of the reel like grim death, 
and when he started the next blue, that 
fish sure came. Cap had my 18-thread 
line behind him and when he had him 
within about twenty feet of the boat, he 
gave one gigantic yank and in came Mr. 
Blue on the fly. 

To Cap’s utter disgust he was the small- 
est one of the day. Three and one-half 
pounds. Cap says, “Never again with a 
rod; what’s the use of wasting time?” 

To end a long story, I caught seven 
more blues within a few ounces of the 
first and one bonito. Our catch consisted 


24 Field and Stream 


of one tuna, two “little tummies,” one 
bonito, and six hundred odd pounds of 
blues. I got back to Seabright at 8.30 
p m., wet, tired, covered from head to 
foot with chum, but happy from 14 hours 
of bracing salt air and interesting fish- 
ing. Better try it some time yourself, Bo. 


Third Grand Prize—Bluefish 
AWARDED TO MR, E. E. VREELAND, NEW YORK 
CITY 

Weight—6 Ibs., 2 oz. 

Where Caught—Fire Island Inlet, N. Y. 
Rod—Greenheart. 

Reel—Vom Hofe. 

Line—Cuttyhunk. 

Lure—Menhaden. 


ANY months have passed since I 
M took this beautiful bulldog of the 

sea from his favorite haunts 
around Little Fire Island, off the south 
shore of Long Island, and, while he was a 
corker, he was only one of hundreds. As 
I look back over the summer, its recollec- 
tion is one long riot of bluefishing. There 
has not been a year in the history of the 
oldest fisherman on Great South Bay when 
bluefish has been as plentiful as this past 
season. They did not run large, but what 
they lacked in size they surely made good 
in numbers. There must be nearly a thou- 
sand boats along Great South Bay whose 
captains pilot fishing parties to the choic- 
est spots in the bay and outside. 

When the fish started to come it caused 
as much excitement as an avalanche. First 
catches ran into hundreds, and every fish- 
erman whose heart tingles with the crack 
and snap of the bluefish strike immediately 
sent business to the “demnition bow- 
wows.” The bay was alive with boats. 
We gathered a party at our Brightwaters 
summer colony near Bay Shore and tried 
to get a boat. Most of us have boats of 
our own, but we are rather inclined not to 
use them for bluefishing. The grinding 
of “chum” and general muss inclines us 
to give the job to one of the regular cap- 
tains. I say we tried to get a boat, and 
we took it out in trying. There was not 
a boat to be had from Freeport to Belle- 
port. The automobile is a good adjunct 
to a fishing trip, and though we traveled 
miles, going down to every inlet along 
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the shore, we could find no captain who 
was not engaged for days in advance. 
This only added to our desire—the fish 
must be out there in barrel lots. 

They come and go, and when they’re 
coming it is time to be up and doin’. 
Finally, in desperation, we rigged up a 
chum grinder and started out in our own 
boat, and this, the first day of our fishing, 
was my lucky day. Instead of anchoring 
near Little Fire Island, where the old cap- 
tains usually hold forth, we went past the 
Lighthouse, on past Tar Dock, where the 
big catches from the outside nets are 
brought in and stored for market, and 
finally anchored near the Can Buoy, just 
inside the breakers in the deepest portion 
of the channel fronting Oak Island. 

The tide was coming in strong and was 
nearly at flood. Every indication was 
favorable. We had been fishing less than 
10 minutes when a school came into our 
“slick” and things began to happen. 
Three lines out—every man with rod and 
reel waiting to hit ’em. If you fish for 
bluefish you know what it is like. If one 
line gets a strike the others are pretty 
sure to strike also. Then they come— 


A FINE CATCH OF BLUES 














criss-cross, over and under, back and 
forth from one side of the boat to the 
other, fighting inch by inch, and it takes 
three mighty good fishermen to keep the 
lines straight and iand them without a 
tangle. Our boys have fished together 
for a number of years and they know how 
to work the trick. Occasionally we have 
a snarl, but not often. It is a pretty sight 
to see three with light tackle, each with a 
fish, and the way they handle them and 
keep them apart. 

We had about 20 in the boat before we 
fished an hour, and were taking turns 
in putting out the “slick.” As captain of 
the craft, and with a guest aboard, I was 
trying to do a lion’s share of the hard 
work. But my turn came at last. I went 
to the stern of the boat and took my stand. 
They were coming thick. I hardly had 
my line in the water before I got one, 
landed it and was ready for the next one. 
“Bet you a dollar you cannot get three in 
five minutes” came from the cabin where 
“bottoms up” were going the rounds. It 
was four minutes later before I found the 
man who had made the _ proposition. 
Without turning I went to it. One minute 














526 


passed, no strike; two minutes, and I had 
the first one; then I began to gain. Be- 
fore three minutes had passed I had the 
second one, and r:ght on the tick of four 
minutes I had won. 

They came so fast I cannot tell you 
just what time of day I landed the “Big 
Bill” which wins this prize. It was some 
time during the afternoon that he came 
aboard, and a more welcome visitor did 
not grace our decks throughout the whole 
summer. 

The tide had slacked off. We had all 
taken a short “slack tide” nap. In about 
an hour it began to set out, and when it 
turns in Fire Island Inlet it surely gets 
on its way. None of us were using sink- 
ers. I should say the bait was traveling 
about 5 or 6 feet under water. For a time 
we got no strikes, and I concluded I would 
fish a little deeper, so, coiling about 15 
feet of line in my hand, I dropped it over- 
board at the stern and then out with the 
tide so that the coil would sink. This 
would put the bait anywhere from 15 to 
20 feet under water. I thought possibly 
they were running deep, and my notion 
was about right. 1 was a hundred feet 
from the “slick” when I got my strike, 
and the memory of it will linger for many 
years. I have fought sharks in Porto 
Rican waters with a tarpon outfit; I have 
caught muscallonge and heavy lake trout, 
but I never hooked up to a hunk of 
greased lightning before. I was using a 
light greenheart rod and a cuttyhunk line 
that had done two years’ service in salt 
water. I did not fear for the rod, but if 
I ever prayed for a line in my life I sure 
prayed then. 

“Set it to him; soak him plenty; go to 
it, you terrier!” These were the advices 
that were coming out of the cabin. I did 
not dare do it. I gave him the line. I 
nursed him. I talked to him. If there 
were any kind things I could think of I 
said them to that fish, but he was not to 
be quieted. He would not calm down. 
He was strong enough to tow a good-sized 
rowboat all over the bay, and he wouldn't 
tire. I couldn’t give him the butt—lI 
didn’t dare. And so we had it out. Gain 
a foot, lose a foot, for a good half hour, 
until finally he came to the boat on his 
side, beaten, but still ugly. When he came 
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aboard his jaws cracked like a rat terrier. 

The boys laughed at me for the care | 
had taken in not fighting this fish harder, 
and to make sure I was just about right 
on the strength of that line I took it in 
my hands and broke yard after yard for 
them, with only a slight jerk, until I had 
broken it to pieces. Why it did not part 
during the fight I can’t tell, but it didn't, 
and so I was not left to tell the story of 
“the big one that got away.” 


Fourth Prize—Bluefish 
AWARDED TO WILLIAM R. BALDWIN, BOSTON, 
MASS. 
Weight—4 Ibs., 13 oz. 
Where Caught—Martha’s 
Mass. 
Rod—9-foot steel rod. 
Reel—Meek tarpon reel. 
Line—Cuttyhunk. 
Lure—Eel skin. 


E had been taking salt-water fish 
H on the rod for years, but it was 

not until late in the season that he 
learned of the excellent Prize Fishing 
Contest of FIELD AND STREAM. However, 
he determined to try for the bluefish class, 
though the late run of fish is usually 
small and does not offer the record-break- 
ers that are taken earlier in the season. 
His bluefishing was done off the southeast 
corner of Martha’s Vineyard, along that 
part of the shore line of Chappaquiddick, 
which extends from Cape Poge to Was- 
qua Point or Point Rip. The three of 
them—J. W., the best sport that ever 
lived and an excellent fisherman, but still 
partial to the hand line when “hauling” 
bluefish; Manuel, their skipper, a splendid 
boatman, and the Trouble Maker, who 
fishes a rod and whose fine line is always 
snarling the hand lines just as the fish 
are coming fast—this bunch started from 
Edgartown about 8.30 a. m., the flood tide 
being kind enough to serve late, so that 
a very early start was unnecessary. The 
weather was not satisfactory, a light 
northeast wind being the tail end of sev- 
eral days of easterly weather. The 22- 
foot Cape cat, under power, soon ate up 
the five miles to Cape Poge Light, and, 
rounding the point, they hoisted sail and 
under sail and power stood down along 


Vineyard, 

















Stories of the Taking of the Record Fish 527 


the beach for the fishing grounds. The 
conditions did not look good for fish; the 
water was riled, milky, and there was 
much floating weed, but as it was their 
last chance for bluefish that season they 
kept on. Only the Trouble Maker grum- 
bled and kept wishing he had heard of 
the contest earlier in the season, and, oh, 
for some of the big ones that had come 
his way earlier! But the fishing grounds 
are close by, and, lowering the sail, for 
they are to troll under power, they begin to 
rig tackle. Manuel looks after the two 
hand lines, while the Trouble Maker, his 
own rods having been returned to winter 
quarters in town, takes out a cheap steel 
fly rod that his four-and-a-half-year-old 
kid has been using all summer for min- 
nows, and his Meek tarpon reel, holding 
200 yards of 9-thread cuttyhunk line 
wound over filler. The lure is about 8 
inches of the tail portion of an eel skin 
turned inside out and threaded on over 
the hook and the 6 inches of chain which 
separates the hook from the 6-foot wire 
leader ; a cork has been split and made fast 
to the wire leader just above the chain 
and over this the eel skin is carried and 
tied, about an inch of the skin being al- 
lowed to turn back, giving the effect of 
a fish’s head. The cork serves to keep 
the skin distended when in the water and 
does not make as much drag on the line 
as the lead weight used for the same pur- 
pose by the fishermen. 

The fishing grounds are reached, the 
lines put over, the engine slowed down 
and the fishing commences; but fishing 
is all there is, for the water along the 
beach is so milky and filled with weeds 
that no self-respecting bluefish would re- 
main in it; the fishermen say that the 
fish are bothered by the sand getting into 
their gills and go off shore to return when 
the water clears. Still the party keep on 
towards Point Rip, hoping the water there 
may be clear. Sail ho! Some spots way 
off shore. “Get out the glasses,—fishing 
boats,—some under sail, some under pow- 
er, tacking back and forth in a very sus- 
picious manner.” 

“Haul in lines! Full speed ahead!” 
The lines are taken in and J. W. drops 
his paper and pipe long enough to “take 
a look,” but soon returns to his former 
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occupation and continues to make the 
water astern white with discarded sheets 
of a New York Sunday paper. Now they 
are near enough to see the gulls circling 
and diving over the schools of fish, but 
the fishing boats, though tacking back 
and forth, are well scattered and the ones 
they speak report only two or three fish 
each, 

“No matter,” says Manuel; “fish bite 
by and by”; but the Trouble Maker is 
sad because he knows from past experi- 
ences that off-shore fish at this season run 
small, and though a 4-pound bluefish is 
great sport on light tackle it is not large 
enough to win any grand prize in FIELD 
AND STREAM’s fishing contest. But soon 
it is not the large fish he is interested in, 
but any fish, for they will not take hold, 
although the schools come to the surface 
and sometimes break water so that the 
gulls, diving among them for the scraps 
of small fish left, appear to be attempting 
to lift the very bluefish themselves from 
the water. J. W. seems inclined to re- 
turn to his pipe and paper, for the tide 
has served, and, much to the disgust of 
the Trouble Maker, the fish are drifting 
toward Skiff’s Island, which is a small bar 
that frequently shifts its position over 








night, and so causes much trouble for the 


sea gulls, who attempt to stop there with 


their familics for a night's lodging. Over 
the shoals about Skitf’s Island the tide 
rips from 6 to 8 miles an hour and a 


heavy bluefish in an 8-mile tide is hard to 
check with a light rod and 9-thread line, 


especially when the boat is going ahead 


full speed in an effort to escape a blind 
breaker. 

They have reached the rips and are 
making a swing, the lines running into 
the breakers, when 5. W. sings out, “l 


have one,” and commences to haul in hand 
over hand. The Trouble Maker's heart 
sinks and he just begins a thought about 
his own hard luck his bait 
and his rod is almost from his 
hand, his reel sings its mellow 
the line goes off down the tide and the 
fun begins. It feels like a big one, but 


when stops 
snatched 


song as 


all he can do is to feed his line until 
J. W. can land his fish and the boat’s 
headway be checked. Then he plays it 
carefully, working it nearer and nearer, 


g 
with never a sight of the fish on the sur- 
face, but boring down all the time, until 
finally it is exhausted and the Trouble 
Maker, by watching his chance when the 
boat dips, grabs the leader and slides the 
fish the for the 
fish cannet weigh more than four pounds 
W.’s fish, 
which weighs fully half a pound more. 
However, the fish are biting, 
hope for a bigger one. Over with the line 
amid the jeers of J. W., the 
Trouble Maker if that is the kind of fish 
with which he expects to take the grand 
prize, but the Trouble Maker only grits 
teeth and thinks of the 15 and 1s- 
pounders he has taken in the past and of 
the first time he took bluefish on a_ rod, 
when, having rigged amidst the jeers of 
the fishermen, he took four bluefish whose 


into boat; then sorrow, 
and is clearly outclassed by J. 
so there is 
who asks 


his 


combined weight was over 55 pounds, 
while all the other lines in the boat 
drew blank. Was that a strike? Yes, 
and the fish, having overrun the bait, 


lays back with a violence that threatens 
to part the tackle and smash the rod; in 
fact, it does so strain the rod that later 
in the afternoon it breaks beween the 
reel seat and first guide. Now the line is 
running out fast to the furious music of 
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Trouble Maker 
the leather 
thumb pad until his muscles ache with the 


the 
thumb on 


the reel, and though 
brakes with his 
there still is no check. 

“Stop the boat! Stop the boat!’ he 
yells, but Manuel only points astern to 
where, in the rips, a blind breaker is rear- 


pressure, 


ing its head. Manuel speeds up the boat, 
on comes the breaker, out goes the line 

The lrou- 
ble Maker groans as he sees the colored 
silk the his 
line disappearing through the guides; 150 
175 vards, and then the breaker 


75 yards, 100 yards, 125 yards. 


which marks distances on 
yards, 
breaks, the boat is stopped and the fish is 
checked, with only about 10 yards of line 
left above the soft wrapping cord which 
the Trouble Maker has used on the reel as 
a filler. Now the fish is on the surface 
and, far astern, leaps into the air, and 
with gaping mouth shakes his head from 
side to side in an effort to free its jaws 
from the hook; but the hook, a small Van 
Vleck tarpon, holds its grip and with each 
surface rush the Trouble Maker is rapidly 
gaining line; when about 50 yards from 
the boat, Mr. Bluefish gives it up and 


heads for parts unknown. Again the 
Trouble Maker grinds his teeth and 
thumbs both line and reel, while J. W. 
and Manuel implore him to “hold 


him.” 

Now the big reel eats up the line, while 
with a frenzied rush the fish heads for and 
by the boat, and when checked comes to 
the surface, lashing his head from side to 
side with distended jaws. Again he heads 
for the boat, and the rips, having been 
passed over, sounds into deep water, only 


to be checked and worked to the boat, 
fighting in short but fierce dashes. All at 


once he seems to give up and comes in 
easily, but when about 6 feet from the 
makes towards it in the 
then while the Trouble 
Maker holds his breath, fearing Mr. Fish 
had passed under the boat and fouled the 
line with the screw; but, no, he has gone 
straight and when he is again 
worked up to the boat his strength is so 
far gone that by taking advantage of one 
ot his short rushes he is slid in over the 


boat he a dash 


surface, sounds, 


down, 


side—a beautiful fish, a bulldog, a fighter 
to the last minute, with strength and 
speed in every line of him. 


a 


Stories of the Taking of the Record Fish 


First and Fourth Grand Prizes—Steel- 
head Trout 

WON BY C. E. DUFFIELD, MEDFORD, 0 

We ight 


Length—3}4 inches. 


7 
14 pounds. 
Girth—16 inches. 


Where Caught 


Rod Cane. 


Rogue River, Ore 


Reel—Quadruple multiplier. 
Line—No, 3 o!] silk. 
Lure—Fly. 


The Record Steelhead Trout 
BY C. FE. DUFFIELD. 
\KING a large steelhead trout in the 
swift waters of the Rogue River is 
not only a very exciting incident in 
a fisherman's life, but is also a source of 
ereat satisfaction. I have caught fish in 
this river for 15 years and have caught 
hundreds of them, and have had my share 
of the sport, but when I got this one my 
cup of joy was running over. 

We started out from Medford Saturday 
afternoon for Williams’ ranch, on the 
Rogue River, about 12 miles from town 
got supper, washed the dishes and fixed 
up our camp for the night, smoked out 
pipes and listened to some of the most 
wonderful stories of phenomenal catches 
made on previous occasions, and turned 
in, to dream of still more wonderful 
catches 

We were up early the next morning, 
and, after a hasty breakfast of fried ba- 
con, eggs and coffee, went down to the 
river and waded out to the haunts of the 
wily steelhead. 

My outfit consisted of a cane pole 15 
feet long, an Expert reel, 225 feet of size 
I waterproof line, a 6-foot leader, and a 
Bakus Rogue River Gray Hackle fly. 1 
waded to the opposite side of the river, 
casting my fly in all the likely looking 
Spots. Below where I started in there is 
a great deal of bedrock, where there are 
some splendid pools. It is here the steel- 
head is nearly always found, in the deep 
rushing water. I hooked and landed sev- 
eral beauties here; then, slowly moving 
downstream, I presently cast my fly in a 
It was a long and difficult 
cast. My fly was caught by the current, 


large pool. 


and as it made the usual turn there was 
a splash and [ felt a man-size tug, my 


cn 
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pole bent, and I paid out an unusual 
amount of line. I started downstream 
with the brake on, and had difficulty in 
keeping on my feet, several times nearly 
losing my balance in the swift water. My 
fish was making a fight for his life. Ile 
had not broken water up to this time, nor 
did he do so at any stage of the game, 
but made some savage rushes upstream 
and back and forth across the river. Oc- 
casionally I was able to reel in a few 
yards of line, and then I would lose all 
| had previously gained. Once my line 
caught on a large rock, but a friend wad- 
ed out and freed it just in the nick of 
time. I was getting somewhat excited by 
this time, as I thought I had hooked a 
large salmon, and realized if this were the 
case that I had a long and stubborn fight 
on my hands. I was taken downstream 
about 200 feet before I could stop the mad 
rushes of the fish. I finally got him in 
more quiet water, where | was able to 
play him to better advantage, and as he 
no longer had the strong, swift water to 
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aid him, at the end of a half hour [| pulled 
the vanquished but gallant fighter gently 
and skilfully on the sloping beach. 

My! how my eyes did stick out when I 
saw what I had caught—you could have 
knocked them off with a stick! It after- 
ward proved to be the largest steelhead 
trout ever caught on the upper Rogue 
River with rod and line. Five hours later 
he tipped the scales at just 14 pounds, and 
when dressed weighed 1134 pounds; he 
measured 34 inches in length. A good 
many large fish have been taken this sea- 
son, owing to the fact that the law pro- 
hibits seining in th’s stream. For 40 
vears the Humes seined the salmon, and 
went so far as to have steelhead trout 
classed as salmon. Much credit is due the 
Medford Gun and Fishing Club for giv- 
ing the people a stream in which fish can 
only be taken on hook and line, and the 
sale of these fish is prohibited also. If 
you want a good time fishing, come out 
here in August—there are fish enough for 


all. 





Second Grand Prize—Steelhead Trout 
WON BY J. M. HUTCHESON, EUREKA, CAL. 
Weight—14 pounds. 

Length—34 inches. 

Where Caught—Eel River, Cal. 
Rod—Leonard. 

Reel—Hardy. 

Line—Kelso F. 


LLure—Royal Coachman fly. 








The Big Day with the Steelheads 
BY J. M. HUTCHESON 
EFT Eureka 10:30 a. M. in auto. Ar- 
rived at Eel River 11:30 a.mM., a 
distance of 25 miles from Eureka. 
Started fishing by 12 o'clock. Nothing 
doing until about 2 o’clock on account of 
its being too bright. Steelhead will not 
take a fly during bright weather; condi- 
tions must be cloudy, overcast, and with 
a breeze. 

Two men always fish together in a boat. 
We paired off Coleman and Ferrill in one, 
and Nash and myself in another. As I 
stated before, fishing was poor at first, 
and Coleman and Ferrill went down the 
river about two miles. About 2 o’clock 
it clouded and I had my first rise from a 
big fish—he broke the water, but did not 
strike. We drifted for about 50 yards, 
and all of a sudden I saw a gleam of sil- 
ver coming from the depth of the pool; 
then a splash. I had hooked a fine five- 
pound fish. You could hear my hardy 
reel sing for a quarter of a mile. It is 
always customary to have your partner 
take in his tackle and put you ashore 
when you hook a big fish, and this he did, 
and in ten minutes I had him dead on the 
beach, 

The sun had come out again, and we 
knew it was no use, so we Sat in our boat, 
waiting for a cloud. Had to wait about 
half an hour, and then it commenced to 
darken in the south. We got our boat 
squared away to be ready. The breeze 
bore us down the pool, and we now com- 
menced fishing. I saw a swirl and a 
splash, and I had a fish—the big fellow. 
I called to Nash to take in his tackle and 
follow him with the boat, for he was go- 
ing down the stream like a train, and I 
was afraid he would run out all my line 
(300 feet). 

Nash said, “Wait a minute and he will 
turn as soon as he finds out he cannot 
shake it loose, and I am going to make 
one more cast.” He did, and to my sur- 
prise he hooked a beauty, weighing 11 
pounds. Two big fish in one boat! We 
did not know what minute they would 
cross, and then all would be over but the 
shouting. Fortunately his started in the 
opposite direction, and we called to an- 
other fellow to take him to shore. I 
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sculled my boat to the bank, and in the 
meantime Nash had landed on the oppo- 
site shore. The river was about 100 yards 
wide, and we were doing our best to work 
our fish as far apart as possible. This 
had to be done carefully, as we both had 
like gear, and our fish were certainly 
lively, breaking out of the water some- 
times five feet, and as soon as they hit 
the water they would make a run from 
10 to 20 yards. There was a time when 
his fish had crossed the river to within 
20 yards of where I was stand:ng, and 
mine was within the same distance of the 
opposite shore. We worked them apart 
and finally landed the two finest fish of 
the day. 

We continued fishing until 5 o'clock, 
having landed 10 steelhead weighing 
from 3% to 14 pounds, and 35 from half 
a pound to a pound. Taking into consid- 
eration the way we caught our fish, and 
the light gear we used, this is the finest 
catch made this season. 

Ferrill and Coleman caught 7 steelhead 
and 20 half-pounders. Our total catch 
for the day was 17 steelhead and 55 half- 
pounders, as we call the small fellows. 
There are only 13 steelhead in the pic- 
ture, and we really caught 17. Ferrill 
took four away the night we came in, and 
the picture was taken the following day. 
We also gave more than half the small 
fellows to some commercial men who 
were leaving for San Francisco. 

We use nothing but the lightest gear 
Leonard rods, weight 6% oz.; Hardy 
reels, fine lines (Kelso E preferred), and 
light 9-ft. leaders. 

Eel River, Humboldt County, California, 
is without a doubt the finest fishing stream 
in the West, and hundreds of sportsmen 
come here from all parts of the State to 
enjoy the splendid fishing, which is the 
best during the month of October. In the 
w.nter, or rainy season, the river will 
range from a quarter to half a mile wide, 
and in the summer and fall you can 
scarcely find a spot wider than 100 yards. 
These conditions exist on the lower part 
of the stream, near the mouth. While in 
the mountainous district the width is prac- 
tically the same all year, it carries hun- 
dreds of times more water in winter than 
in summer. 











PHIL- 


$14-LB, STEELHEAD CAUGHT BY H. 0, 
LIPS 


Third Grand Prize—Steelhead Trout 
WON BY H, 0. PHILLIPS, PASADENA, CAL, 
Weight—44 pounds. 

Length—2434 inches. 

Girth—10% inches. 

Where Caught—Ventura River, Cal. 
Rod—Greenheart. 

Reel—Shakespeare. 

Line—Kingfisher. 

Lure—Spoon. 


The Big Steelhead of the Ventura 
BY H. 0. PHILLIPS. 

FRIEND and I stopped to look at 

a big fat steelhead, just recently 

caught and mounted, that reposed 
in state in the window of an enterpris- 
ing Los Angeles sporting goods store. 
“Caught in Ventura River,’ we read on 
the little placard below it. 

“Ventura River!” exclaimed my friend. 
“Why, my family lives near the river in 
Ventura. What do you say to a visit up 
there? I'll wire them we're coming, and 
we'll go out and catch a bigger fish than 
that fellow would be if he’d lived to be 
a hundred!” 

I picked out one of my rods that 
seemed most suitable for this kind of 
fishing—a Greenheart, hand-made rod, 
weighing about six ounces, but which had 
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been could 
that | 
would have time on the way up to wind 


that | 
knew 


“stripped” in order 


scrape and varnish it, and | 
on the guides. 
There was quite a number of outdoor 


had an inter® 


men in the smoker, and | 
ested gathering about my seat as | 
“started,” “tied” and “ended” the = deli- 


cate snake ring guides with which I was 


mounting the rod. [T used shellac in al- 
cohol to temporarily protect the silk, and 
soon all was ready for the great atiempt 
After a little the 
natives of Ventura we 
idea of fish and what to use, 
and “tumbled in,” to dream of the 
morrow as only the Hopeful Fisherman 
can. a 
We the 
early stole 


exploration among 


2 wr l 


got a pretty 
where to 


then 


fisherman's 
with the 


got up at usual 
hour and 
fisherman’s usual stealth. We stumbled 
the and, finally locating the 
ghostly livery stable, where we procured 


outside 


into fog 


our horse and buggy, we clambered in, 
and after an hour’s drive arrived at our 
destination. 

If I should start out to tell you of the 
thrills with which we put our to- 
gether, or with what eagerness we tossed 


rods 


to see which side of the stream each was 
to whip, or of the comparison of theories 
as to the flies to use—well, you fellows 
who haven't been there would laugh at 
and that 
have would let your minds roam back to 
those hopeful 


my enthusiasm, those of you 


mornings of 
would 


many your 


own, and my story needs fall on 
heedless ears. 

Arthur Little. 
companion, took the opposite bank, 
and the battle was on. 

I haven't the pen to tell you, but I have 
got the hand and heart and lungs to en 
joy it—the first short casts, the stripping 
with the left, 


seems your line must surely reach the 


Well, we separated, and 
my 


longer and longer till it 


swirl around that shelving rock, and then 
the gleam of silvery sides—a rise! 

lor one electric instant you are turned 
to steel. Alas! The tingle leaves your 
arm. That's not the fly they want. They 
are rising shy. You try again, and still 
Perhaps they'll take a coachman. 
Then try a heckle. No 
Then run the list of all you've 


again. 
No? 


again ! 


brown 
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got No use? Well, that’s the game! 
| tried them all, and offered them in 
every manner that | knew, and I tried the 
live bugs, too, but still no use. What 
next? 
“Say, mister, haven't you got a smail 


Phat’s what we fellows here use 


spoon ? 
for the big ones.” 

“You do?” said I. “Well, I can’t do 
worse than | have, so [ll take your ad 
vice, my friend.” 

“Ves, sir.” said he, “I've fished this 
stream for many years, and that’s what 


always gets ’em.” 
\rt said he’d watch my luck with this 
device, and if it seemed to work would 
try 1, 
Just above the dam, where the Coyot« 
spit of 


too, so we went on downstream 
joins the Ventura, is a shallow 
sand that runs out into the deep water. 
fy second cast across stream from here, 


a long loop sweeping my spoon down and 


away from the overhung bank, caught ot 
the my 
twitch to free it. 

Then—tug! 

Why is it that that little fraction of an 
instant wh'ch lies between the hope and 
tor a 
trip of many miles for hope so long de 
ferred? Who can tell? Not I. 

I have caught many fish in many wa 
ters, but I am sure that that pull was 


biggest surprise of ail 


usual snag, and | gave line a 


the realization is enough reward 


pretty nearly the 

my experiences. 
\fter that my 

mixture of despair and delight as each 


memory 1s a confused 
rush started and was successfully stopped 

One thing stands out quite clearly, how 
and that is the flash of 
his silvery sides when he darted up into 
the oh! the the 
deadly fear—that each leap had freed him 


ever, beautiful 


white water, and fear- 
from my line! 

[ had nothing big enough to land him 
in, so with the assistance of a passing 
fisherman, on my the stream, | 


tried to lead my captive into a shallow 


side of 


pool at the foot of a small cascade nearby. 

That fish shot between my legs once, 
making me do a jump over the line tha 
was most amusing to my fellow fisher- 
man, but at last we corralled him in the 
pool desired, and with a quick grab | 
flung him bodily out on the grass. 























THE FIGHT THAT IS IN THE LARGE 
MOUTH BASS 


A SUMMING UP FOR THE LARGE MOUTH SIDE OF THE HISTORIC CONTROVERSY 


BY WILL H. DILG 


AM very glad I wrote the story for 

FIELD AND STREAM entitled “My Six 

Big Bass,” because from it was bora 
this controversy. 

Mr. Corbett and those who agree with 
him can no longer claim that 90 per cent 
of American bass fishermen consider the 
small mouth the gamer fish. 

Mr. Warren H. Miller, editor of Fretp 
AND STREAM, recently told me he has re- 
about two letters for the small 
mouth to one for the large mouth, a gain 
of 40 per cent for the large mouth in 
about six months. 

Mr. Corbett’s contention is that nine 
out of ten fishermen think the small 
mouth the gamest. It is apparent that 
this controversy has decreased that 
average greatly and as time moves on it 
will become more and more evident that 
both fish are equal as fighters “when 
found in the same waters.” 

I admitted in one of my first papers 
that nine out of ten anglers accepted the 
ready-made opinion of Eastern anglers 
‘hat the small mouth was the gamer of 
the two species. I am_ particularly 
pieased to state that the small mouth 
majority is being cut down rapidly. Some 
of the small mouth advocates are now 
in doubt and are not so sure that ihe 
large mouth is not the equal of the small 
mouth. Among these is Mr. Emlyn M. 
Gill, the famous American master of dry 
fly fishing. Recently he told me there 
was now a grave doubt in his mind as to 
which was the gamer fish. 

Mr. Corbett perhaps thinks he scored 
heavily when he says that Mr. Fred Peet, 
whom I quoted as stating that Upper 
Mississippi bass outfight any bass he has 
ever caught, believes the small mouth 
the gamest fish, no matter where found. 


ceived 


It is true that my friend Peet does think 


the small mouth the gamer of the two 
species. Still, I do not believe that he 
has ever taken a decent sized large 
mouth in the Mississippi. Mr. Peet has 


times 
small 
correctly, he said 
small mouth and 
The portion of 


but two or three 
fish he took 
him 


fished this river 
and most of the 
If I remember 


the largest was a 


ran 


weighed about 3 pounds. 
the river he fished is not famous for 
containing many of the large mouth 
species. Undoubtedly he will fish this 
grand river a great many times in the 
future and he will, I believe, find that 
both species fight the same. I consider 


Mr. Fred Peet one of the most scien- 
tific anglers living and I can say the 
same of H. Wheeler Perce. soth are 


members of the world-famed 
Fly Casting Club, of which I have the 
would be 
one is the 
better angler, because they both as 
Yet Mr. dis- 
Peet and declares with 


Chicago 


honor of being a member. It 
impossible to decide which 
are 
good as they get. Perce 
agrees with Mr. 
Dr. Henschall found in the same 
waters they fight equally well.” I do not 
know how it would be possible to find 
two knowl- 
yet 
about 


“when 


more seasoned 
Peet or Mr. 
opposite 


veterans of 
edge than Mr. 
holds an opinion 
large and small mouth bass. 
Where could one find better angling 
writers than Zane Grey and Bob Davis 
--yet they, too, hold opposite opinions. 





Perce 


each 


In my opinion, in this controversy Zane 
Grey has given the more valuable tes- 
timony, because he has fished all over 
America, while Davis has only fished in 
a few Eastern lakes and only a little in 
the lakes and rivers of Wisconsin, Mich- 
gan and Minnesota. 
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HE’S A FIGHTER— 


In this controversy we have even had 
two tackle makers, Mr. Decker and my 
friend Jamison. One thinks the small 
mouth the better fish because more diffi- 
cult to take with a lure—Jamison thinks 
there is no more difference in their fight- 
ing powers than there is in their taste. 

My two fishing pals, Eddie Bode and 
Charlie Nichols, are at sword points on 
this much moote¢ question. Bode even 
thinks the large mouth fights the harder 
and longer, while Nichols gets irate at 
the very thou,.t of it. 


I know two brothers who are great 
bass fishermen. Each year they fish from 
the same boat for three solid months. 


For years they have been doing this and 
for years they have been arguing this 
question and each is of the same opinion 
still. 

[ could go on and fill pages of FIELD 
AND STREAM giving the names and opin- 
ions of anglers of the very highest type 
who disagree upon the warlike propensi 
ties of the two species. In my experience 
every time I meet men of the order that 
Mr. Corbett chooses to call “Experienced 
or Quality Testimony” they are just about 
evenly divided. 

I read every word of Mr. Gruelles’ 
amusing and cleverly illustrated article 
in July Fretp anp Stream. It is plain 
that he is an experienced angler and 
knows the two fish well. Yet I do not 
entirely agree with this statemert of his 


Field and Stream 


“The bait fisherman will prefer the 
small mouth and the artificial bait fisher- 
man will tell you the big mouth fights as 
well as the small.” Upon the average of 
about nine to ten this is true as far as 
my experience goes. 

Mr. Corbett is altogether wrong when 
he states that those who have voted with 
me in this controversy never caught both 
bass in the same waters. As I remember 
the articles, all of the writers had caught 
both bass in the same waters and wrote 
exactly as their experiences told them. 
In this controversy I have not had a lot 
of trouble in finding experienced and 
up-to-date anglers to join the 10 per cent 
Mr. Corbett says agree with me. During 
this debate I have not asked a single in- 
dividual to write a word on my side of 
the question. If I had I could have flood- 
ed FIELD AND STREAM with articles tak- 
ing my side of the question. Of those 
who have contributed, I know, only two 
men-—-Zane Grey and Bob Davis. Zane 
Grey volunteered to write an article be- 
cause he believed as | did and I asked 
Bob Davis to write one, too, fully know- 
ing that he would write for the small 
mouth, 

Mr. Corbett’s experience of hooking a 
large small mouth on a large spoon while 
trolling for “muskies” is nothing excep- 
tional. I nave had this happen dozens of 
times and have had both large and small 
out a big trolling 


mouth savagely shake 














—AND HE’S MAD! 








spoon. the large mouth is much the 
more apt to strike at a trolling spoon and 
I do not doubt that Mr. Corbett is quite 
willing to agree to this. 

It is quite plain that Mr. Corbett does 
not agree with me as to the tackle one 
should use when angling for bass. It is 
also quite plain that he does not consider 
the size of tackle important in this dis- 
cussion. In my opinion this is most im- 
portant. I have met “anglers” all over 
America fishing for bass with rods, reels 
and lines large enough and heavy enough 
to land a 6-foot tarpon. During my 
thirty-five years of bass fishing I have 
never yet met a fisherman of. this type 
whose opinion was worth considering. I 
hope none of these have taken my side of 
the question. In my opinion a bait cast- 
ing rod, to be fair to either species, should 
be of some kind of wood and weigh not 
more than 5% ounces and measure not 
less than 6 feet in length. I think the line 
should be one relative to a number 5 or 6 
Kingfisher. On such tackle I have caught 
a large mouth bass weighing 15% pounds 
and have taken “muskies” up to 34% 
pounds. The latter was taken in a rapid 
river and landed over a half mile from 
the point of hooking. I also worked this 
fish up to the boat and gaffed him my- 
self. He is now mounted and hangs in 
my den. 

I speak of the size of tackle being vi- 
tally important because I do not see how 

















—RIPPIN’ MAD— 








HIS TAIL! 


—COMING RIGHT OUT ON 


anybody using heavy bass tackle can give 
an Opinion which would be valuable in 
this controversy. Such fishermen as I 
have met who use heavy tackle never 
give either small or large mouth a chance 
to fight or get away and reel the bass in 
so fast that the fish never gets a chance 
to get started to put up a fight. Right 
here I might as well answer Mr. Corbett’s 
article in July FIEetp p STREAM on the 
use of a copper wire leader when after 
“muskies.” I would no ™ore use a cop- 
per wire for “muskies” than I would use 
one if fly casting for 50-pound salmon. A 
35-pound sick salmon will outfight—ten to 
one—any “muskie” of equal weight that 
roams fresh water—so why use copper 
leaders for “muskies.” 

I cannot for the life of me see how 
anyone could be considered an expert an- 
gler and give “experienced and quality 
testimony” in any angling discussion who 
would let a “muskie” of 30 pounds wrench 
and tear a snell leader to pieces in a jiffy. 
What, in the name of all the saints of 
angling, is a reel for if it is not to give 
the fish line, especially when he pulls 
hard enough to work such havoc with 
tackle ? 

In the spawning season I have often 
seen big mouth and small mouth of equal 
size fighting for a particularly fine 
spawning bed and I have seen the big 
mouth defeat the small mouth and secure 
the spot and defend it until the spawn 
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is hatched. To be fair to small mouth, 
I will add that I have seen the small 
mouth whip the big mouth under similar 
conditions, but not as often. 

I know of a lake that I have fished for 
years and when right it is a paradise to 
the bass fisherman. The photos which 
accompany this article are of a 6%4-pound 
large mouth taken in this lake in June. 
In this lake one finds both species with 
the small mouth in the majority of about 
20 per cent. Here this spring my wife 
and I arrived during the spawning sea- 
son and found that the large mouth had 
their nests in by far the greater number 
of choice locations. They could not have 
secured these fine places except by fight- 
ing for them. If it were not for this 
controversy I would not have fished the 
lake because of the conditions, but I 
wanted to test myself anew and find out 
in these splendid waters if I was as cor- 
rect in my opinion as I thought. I also 
wanted to find out if I could tell the dif- 
ference instantly as to what species I 
hooked by the strike, as does Bob Davis’ 
friend, Mr. Auryansen. We fished the 
lake less than three days, but during this 
time we got 296 bass and returned them 
all to the water except two very fine 
males. I found I could tell the difference 
—not because of any difference as to 
length of time or quality in the fight, but 
because of the method. I almost aver- 
aged as well in calling the fish that my 
wife hooked. I do not know how to de- 
scribe the difference of the fight of the 
two species other than in the words of 
Mr. D. J. Crittenberger. He says in 
May I 1eLtp AND StreaM, “The large 
mouth puts up a different fight from that 
put up by the small mouth. The large 
mouth begins his fight the minute the 
hook pricks him, struggles to get as far 
from the boat as possible, wears himself 
out before he gets to the landing net. 
Not so the small mouth. He seems to 
want to know ‘what’s got him’ and does 
not begin his fight until near enough to 
see the boat or fisherman. So at the 
end his fight is stronger than the large 
mouth. But that is no proof that he is a 
gamer fish. It is simply a difference in 
time of fighting.” 

Mr. Corbett has made a lot of how the 
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black red game cock is gamer than the 
peaceful leghorn. Nobody on earth, of 
either high or low degree, doubts but that 
he is 100 per cent right. But his illus- 
tration does not suit large and small 
mouth bass. Thousands of experienced 
anglers think him altogether wrong, 
while everybody knows he is right about 
the fight a black red game cock makes 
when compared to a leghorn. 

In this controversy Mr. Corbett has 
never missed a chance to belittle the large 
mouth. He has called him a slimy fat- 
lead, a carp bass, etc., etc. He has also 
attempted to belittle the scientific labor 
of years of Dr. Henschall and Fred 
Mather. Both of these great anglers are 
dead, but they have left us in books the 
result of their years and years of labor— 
the kind of labor that can come only 
from a great love of game fish. 

Strangely, he has attempted to make 
cheap sport of that prince of outdoor 
men, Zane Grey. I cannot answer that 
portion of his article about the Delaware 
bass, because I have never fished the Del- 
aware. Mr. Grey has invited me to have 
a fish with him on this noble stream 
and before long I am going to accept his 
invitation. After | have made the trip 
[ will write a story entitled, “Fly Fish- 
ing on the Delaware.” I am dead cer- 
tain I will find that Mr. Grey has told 
the truth. Mr. Grey has also invited me 
to try the lake in which the big mouth 
are so big and strong that it is impossible 
to hold them. I do not understand why 
Mr. Corbett doubts that the fish in this 
lake of Mr. Grey’s are big mouth. As 
Mr. Corbett knows, any experienced bass 
fisherman can tell the difference between 
large and small mouth bass. One does 
not even have to hook them to tell the 
difference. Mr. Grey is too much of a 
veteran to make a mistake as to the spe- 
cies. While in New York recently I met 
an angler who very much doubted Mr. 
Grey getting over 40 bass in the live box 
underneath the seat of his boat he spoke 
of in his story. It seemed a lot of bass 
to get into such a place even to me, who 
would not doubt a word Zane Grey would 
write in a debate of this kind. Later in 
the day we met Mr. Gill at the Aldine 
Club and we had luncheon with him 




















During the luncheon Mr. Gill told us of 
his taking over 40 bass on a fly in some 
lake. He said the bass averaged around 
3 pounds and were put in the live box in 
the boat and later on three-quarters of 
them were returned to the lake alive. I 
mention this simply to prove that Mr. 
Corbett has not the right to assume that 
those who have taken my side in this dis- 
cussion have never fished for both bass 
in the same waters, because Mr. Corbett 
does not know whether they have or not 
and cannot come to a conclusion as to 
the part of the country from which they 
wrote being large mouth territory. He 
would even doubt that Western anglers 
inake trips into far territory so that they 
can judge fairly. The writer has trav 
elled 17,000 miles to find out how New 
Zealand rainbow trout fight. I am a 
Westerner and I know hosts of Western 
anglers who travel all over the world 
after fish. 

Mr. Corbett says that small mouth bass 
are never found in a foot of water on 
muddy flats except to feed, and after 
having their fill they return to deep 
water. I would like to ask Mr. Corbett 
if he thinks the large mouth are any dif- 
ferent in this respect, because if he thinks 
they are he is mistaken. The large mouth 
does as does the small. After he has 
had his fill he returns to the deeper water. 
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Long experience has taught me a lot 
about bass. I have just returned from a 
fly fishing jaunt of two days on the up- 
per Mississippi. While there I hooked a 
three-pound small mouth in the swift 
water on the point of an extra fine wing 
dam. This fish made a rush into deep 
water and went down deep. All of a 
sudden he started up like a bullet and 
made fully a three-foot jump and landed 
flat on his side. He never even moved 
after this jump. I reeled him in and 
found him stone dead. Now, if this hap- 
pened to an inexperienced bass angler 
who had never hooked a small mouth be- 
fore, he might have declared that there 
wasn’t a fight in a small mouth, and there 
is no telling how much injury he might 
have done the fighting reputation of the 
species. Therefore, the only men who 
can furnish opinions of value are those 
who really know the two species and have 
fished for them in practically all of the 
bass waters of America. 

I hope during this long controversy no 


one thinks I have tried to belittle the 
fighting and game qualities of small 
mouth bass. I could not do this, be- 
cause I think him every whit as game 


as his large mouth brother, and so write, 


for the last time, “When found in the 
same waters both fish fight equally 
well.” 


THE TRAPGUN AND SOME LOADS 


BY EDWARD C. CROSSMAN 


double hammerless, one “pump” 

gun, one automatic and one single 
barrel trapgun, break them up in small 
pieces, place over a slow fire with the 
proper amount of water and boil. When 
the pudding has reached the proper con- 
sistency, let it cool and then cut into the 
proper portions. This is absolutely the 
only way to get a trapgun with the good 
points of all the various types available. 
It’s really too bad some enterprising 


i ¥ make an ideal trapgun, take one 





grab all the good 
points of all the other guns and give us 
a trapgun containing them all within its 
skin. There be gun makers who 
claim to have done this, but believe them 
not, they are fooling thee. The fact that 
at no place has the militia been called out 
to keep the crowd from wrecking the fac 


manufacturer does not g 


those 


tory in the effort to get one of the guns, 

proves this. 
Occasionally—frequently—you'll find a 

man who says that he owns a perfect 
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trapgup. Believe him if you want, but 
follow his checkered career and you'll 
find some other fellow handing him a 
nickel-plated, deckle-edged licking with a 
gun that is like the ideal one only in that 
it also has a twelve gauge hole throygh 
It, 

If you’re in deadly earnest about trap- 
shooting and want the best gun, select it 
hy reading the magazine advertisements 

if you want brain fever into the bar- 
gain. Not a gun commonly used for 
trapgun purposes but can show records 
that are almost unbelievable. 

It’s as bad as selecting your shells by 
the records of the various makes. About 
the time you pick onto the silver-lined 
Y. M. C. A. brand because you saw a fel- 
low break 75 straight therewith, you'll be 
jarred back into the erstwhile state of un- 
certainty by noting that another fellow 
won the G. A. H. with the “Wads where 
the wads belong” variety. 

With the shell question, your selection 
of any of the three or four standard 
makes may be as catholic as the taste 
of the school trustee who said, “Paint 
the durn school any old color so long as 
she’s red.” ‘This was really giving a 
hig latitude, and if you pick any shell 
that is good, you’re giving yourself a 
still bigger one. They are all good. 

lrapguns, however, admit of a more 
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careful select.on, They are all good 
but maybe some of them wouldn't strike 
you so. It’s the impression they make 
on you, and the way you perform with 
them that counts. Few men can shoot 
as well with the pump gun if the double 
has been their choice for years in the 
field. Yet the pump gun is a whale of a 
trapgun in the hands of the man who 
likes it. 

Some things should be embodied in 
every trapgun—but are not. You want 
locks made of the finest material, ad- 
justed to give clean, snappy pulls, boxed 
in out of reach of dirt and the débris that 
gathers in a trapgun breech after a hard 
day, and that stay in order as long as 
they are given any attention at all. 

You want perfect balance. A _ poorly 
balanced gun may seem pounds heavier 
or it may switch all over the lot when you 
swing. Personally, I’d rather use the 
poorly balanced gun in the field than at 
the trap, if I had to use one at all. You 
want a good even pattern with 7% 
chilled, not a good one with 4’s, not a 
good one with 9’s, nor yet a good one, 
one shot and a poor one the next. Like- 
wise you want a gun that will stay put 
through long thousands of heavy trap 
loads, a gruelling that no field gun ever 
gets in these days of the small bag and 
the hard to find game. 
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lhe prospective purchaser finds at his 
disposal as his future trapgun, the double 
hammerless, the single barrel trapgun, 
practically a double with but the one bar- 
rel so far as mechanism is concerned, 
the “pump gun” or repeating shotgun, 
and the self-loader. The pumps are the 
cheapest and are wonderfully good value 
for the money in the standard grades, but 
few men can shoot the standard stock 
measurements at the trap, and the cost 
of the special trap pumps will buy a 
good double ejector. 

All of these guns have certain good 
points and certain bad ones, strange to 
relate. 

Take the case of the double. On pa- 
which means theoretically, the 
double hits always with one side of its 
pattern when it is pointed straight. On 
the same paper the pattern is oval shaped, 
due to the uneven expansion of the tubes 
from the ribs. As a matter of experience 
it is true that some doubles perform 
strangely when they get hot and agree 
with the theory that says a gun barrel 
straightened while it is cold, may reas- 
sume the old crooked form when it heats 
up again. 

When they make a double gun, they 
braze the tubes together by means of the 
ribs, using brass in the process. The 
meiting point of brass is around the 2,- 
000 degree mark and the barrels heated 


per, 
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most 


and 


to this point warp twist un- 
nicely. Then they straighten out the 
tubes again, before the real boring is 
done. At times when a double gun gets 
hot from rapid firing, the barrels will 
recollect their old shape and proceed to 
curl into as near to it as they can, with 
the result of a crooked shooting gun. 

Faults of not shooting where they are 
aimed are much more common with the 
dovble gun, due to this method of manu 
facture. 

On the other hand, the man who can 
use successfully the double gun at the 
trap, is certainly very well fixed. He has 
a weapon with its locks and its mechan- 
ism thoroughly boxed in, with an ideal 
balance, attainable if he will but stipu- 
late where the gun is to hang, and with 
mechanism refined and certain far be- 
yond the possibilities of the pump or 
automatic shotgun. The double hammer- 
iess of a reputable make and of a price 
adequate to ensure decent workmanship 
is more reliable than pump or auto in 
the very nature of the beast. Doubting 
this, attend the first big tournament that 
comes off and keep note of the little 
balks and troubles you see. 

If you are a beginner and think that a 
little hitch, even though it be of but a 
couple of seconds’ duration, does not 
matter in fast company, then rid your- 
self of the idea pronto. Professionals 
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and men who shoot enough to have the 
experience of the paid trigger-puller, de- 
liberately herd together to avoid the ex- 
perience of getting in a squad with some 
fumbling amateur who will throw the 
whole squad out of time. <A balk, a de- 
lay in the even shooting of a fast squad 
will throw some of tlie best shots clear 
off their stride, and woe betide the man 
who has to stand fumbling with a balk- 
ing gun while four others glare at him 
and hope the gun will blow up because 
they are afraid they will. 

The only trouble I have ever seen be- 
fall the double at the traps is the occa- 
sional failure of an ejector, which does 
not matter, or the failure of a single trig- 
ger, which is the fault of the shooter for 
using one of the uncertain beasts. On 
the other hand, the guns that carry four 
or five shells, possum-like, on the tummy 
side of their anatomies, do make more 


trouble for various reasons, than the 
doubles. 
The double has a few little incon- 


venient things as compared with other 
guns. For example, neither the front nor 
rear trigger is in the best position. The 
front stretches the finger, and often car- 
ries the hand so far up that the second 
finger will be bruised by the rear curve 
of the trigger guard. The rear trigger 
is too far back. A single trigger in the 
intermediate position is ideal—until it 
quits, and I’ve yet to see or to hear of 
one that will not occasionally get to 
thinking of something besides its work. 
The double, likewise, is a little more un- 


handy to use at the trap, compared with 
the pump or auto. The pump comes 
open and ejects by a single backward 
motion of the left hand without altering 
its hold on the gun, while the auto does 
all the work itself. With the double the 
top lever must be pushed over and then 
the barrels “basculed” by hand, with 
maybe the shell to pick out into the bar- 
gain. 

May sound nonsensical, but in a fast 
squad and no birds down, the shooter 
wants to keep things moving right along 
in the reloading line. 

The most formidable rival of the 
double is the repeating shotgun, hand 
actuated, not the automatic. The pump- 
gun outsells its automatic rival and out- 
numbers it at the traps, where one would 
expect to find the self-loader in its best 
attitude. 

This single barrel, for the man who 
finds that he can do his best work with 
the single, is the only resort of the ordi- 
nary man, unless his pocket-book be deep 
and well lined. 

The “shoot” is there in most pumps in 
abundant quantity; they are cheap, dur- 
able and pulverizers of the saucers when 
pointed right. The single barrel for 
traps has many advantages. Usually, a 
carefully treated single barrel will out- 
pattern the double in a long string of 
average shots, and the penetration favors 
the single, for the reason that more metal 
can be left in the one tube and the gun 
still be kept within the 8-lb. margin of 
the average man’s strength. 
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On the other hand the beasts have 
many unpleasant habits. Sooner or later 
the best of them will tie up, mayhap for 
a moment only, but possibly in a moment 
very inauspicious. 

The action slide handle is usually 
wobbly, and for one, I do not like the feel 
of a more or less unsubstantial grip for 
the left hand. For the man who does 
not hold where the slide handle happens 
to hit, things are not nice. Harvey 
Dixon, winner of the 1911 Grand Amer- 
ican Handicap, uses a very short arm 
hold with the left hand and_ barely 
reaches out to the slide handle of his 
Stevens pump. The man shooting a very 
long stock is likewise compelled to hold 
close to the frame of the gun with the 
left hand and the slide handle does not 
run back this far when the gun is closed. 

The locks and all of the mechanism is 
open to the burned powder grains, the 
small fragments of brass, and the bits of 
paper that invariably accumulate in the 
breech of the much-used trapgun. Bal- 
ar.ce is a word that is hardly to be applied 
to the pumpgun, even when not loaded 
with its quota of five shells. They never 
seem to have the light, live feeling of the 
carefully made and proportioned double 
and for this reason seem slow. 

Some pumps, too, have their line of 
sight all cluttered up with high spots 
along the breech, where the barrel joins, 
with hammers and broken places in the 
sighting line. Some of them are nicely 
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arranged with the brass front sight stuck 
clear through the barrel at the muzzle, 
where it should be the smoothest and 
where the resulting hole will shave a bit 
off each particular pellet as it shoots by 
under the pressure of the ounce-and- 
a-quarter jamming through the choke. 

The auto-loader has the drawbacks of 
the pump, with a few of its own into the 
bargain. The deep forestock, containing 
the magazine and retractor spring for the 
barrel, throws the hand far below the 
barrel and the line of sight. Few peo- 
ple like the slam-bang of the opening 
breech or the rat-trap closing of the 
breech-block when the button is 
pressed. The barrel is too short for ac- 
cepted trap shooting standards, while the 
gun handles like—maybe you will like it, 
in which case it handles all right. 

For doubles, the auto has it on the 
pump gun, which requires a motion of the 
hand to function it. As it takes the pair 
of birds just three seconds to travel fifty- 
five yards and four-fifths second to travel 
the first twenty-five yards, you'll agree 
that getting off two shots before the sec- 
ond bird gets out of range necessitates 
some rather lively movements on the part 
of the pump-gun man. JHere’s where 
the single trigger, double gun proves its 
value. 

For the man who can afford a high 
priced, single purpose gun, not good for 
doubles, and not good for the field, the 
single barrel trapgun, with the lines, the 
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hang and mechanism of the double 1s 
the weapon of all weapons. Made right 
these guns are beauties in appearance, 
gems in balance and as reliable as a chro- 
nometer. 

The gun of this class, made at home 
by the Baker people and made abroad for 
our market by the Francotte, the Charles 
Daly and the Westley Richards concerns, 
embodies the best points of the pump- 
gun and of the double and eliminates 
many of the objectionable features 2f 
both. 

It has the heavy single barrel, heavier 
even than can be put on the pump be- 
cause the gun has less mechanism and no 
magazine. It has the refinement of 
mechanism of the double gun, and the re- 
liability of its twin-tube cousin. It is in 
fact a double gun frame and mechanism 
made up for the one barrel. The ejector 
is, like the double gun, boxed up in the 
fore-end, the locks are in the frame, out 
of the way of dirt. The balance is per- 
fect and these guns, most of them, handie 
faster and swing smoother than any 
pump-gun that ever spit lead. 

The single barrel trapgun is a little less 
easy to open than the repeating shotgun, 
requiring, like the double, a motion of the 
right hand to unlock it and a pressure of 
the left hand to compel the barrel to drop 
dewn. It 1s of course out of it when the 
game changes to doubles, and it is not the 
gun for the man who wants to make one 
gun stretch over both the double perform- 
ance and the field, but for the man fol- 
lowing the trap-game rather steadily, or 
able to afford such expensive toys, this 
arm is a mile the most satisfactory. 

When you come to the choice of the 
several makes of guns of the type you 
settle upon, go over them yourself, and 
don’t be swayed or imposed upon by the 
advertising claims of any of them. Turn 
a deaf ear or an incredulous grin to the 
man who tells you that the Blank is the 
best because it won the G. A. H. for such 
and such a year. Just as a concrete idea 
of how much such testimony is worth and 
mentioning names, note that MHarvy 
Dixon, winner of the blue ribbon for the 
1911 with a double Smith, put in an ap- 
pearance on the Pacific Coast shooting a 
Stevens pump-gun in 1912. This does 
not reflect on the Smith, nor throw glory 
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on the Stevens. Mr. Dixon doubtless can 
perform well with either gun with a little 


practice. 
Maybe a little census taken by the 
writer at a recent Pacific Coast tourna 


ment might interest you. Only the guns 
in the racks were listed, and the list 
shows the guns precisely as they ran. 

The first day forty-three guns were 
listed. The second day, when more of 
a crowd was on hand, seventy-three guns 
went paper. 

The proportions of the two days were 
the same and the census seems to rep 
resent a fair average for that shoot at 
least. 

In detail the list showed 20 Reming 
ton pump guns, 4 Remington autos, 13 
Winchester pump guns, 1 Winchester 
auto, 3 Stevens pump guns, 8 Smith 
double guns, 10 Parker double guns, 2 
Fox double guns, 1 Claborough double, 2 
Remington doubles, 1 Syracuse double, 
1 Sauer double, 5 single barrels, including 
my Adolph, 2 Francottes and 2 Bakers. 
Total doubles of all makes, 30; total of 
the pumps of three makes, 36. 

There was no prejudice used in the 
count, for the good reason that were it 
present it would show a different result, 
as I do not like the pump gun. 

Choosing a double trapgun is a matter 
of personal choice. If the selection is 
made from the list of our best makers, 
Parker, Smith, Ithaca, Fox, Baker and 
Lefevre, the purchaser cannot go wrong. 
Unless the buyer chooses some foreign 
gun, such as the Sauer or the Daly, I 
would not advise departing from this as- 
sortment. Recollect that there are a 
number of double guns made for farmer 
boys to use on crows, and that you can- 
not expect an inexperienced maker of 
cheap grade, machine-made, double guns 
to equal the work of the best American 
makers. A pump is infinitely preferable 
tc a cheap, shoddy, double gun, costing 
around $25, although a few of our makers 
turn out a plain gun for that price that 
is good value for the money. 

A double trapgun must be made anil 
fitted in the best possible manner, lest it 
rattle merrily in a year or so of the 
pounding of trap loads. 

Never mind the fact that 
has a $25 double gun that 


down on the 


Bill Smith 


he’s shot on 
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“Not the best shot in the world but undoubt- 
edly the cutest little shot.” 


ducks for nigh on to seven years, without 
her shaking loose. You pin Bill down to 
cold figures and see if he’s shot as many 
rounds out of that gun in seven years as 
the enthusiastic trap man would in one. 
Any good gun should stand 20,000 shots 
without getting loose—and you show us 
the man who’s fired that many at game 
cut of one gun. 

It’s good procedure never to buy a gun 
of any sort the first year of its appear- 
ance, and never the second year, even, 
unless it possesses advantages over the 
tried and true type so great as to render 
justifiable the risk. I have never in my 
experience seen a gun that proved en- 
tirely satisfactory the first year of its ap- 
pearance, nor have I seen a gun that did 
not undergo many changes after the ex- 
perience of the first year. Don’t you be 
one of those whose howls guided the 
manufacturer to alterations for the bet- 
ter 
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The Remington and the Stevens pumps 
are comparatively new, but are old 
enough, now, to make buying them per- 
fectly safe, so far know. They 
had their troubles the first year, just as 
all new arms have their troubles, proving 
the advisability of letting alone all new 
arms for the first year or so. Now that 
they are safely past the experimental 
stage and giving fine satisfaction, we can 
compare them with the old reliable and 
make our choice from the good points of 
each without fear trouble through 
newness. One of the oldest and the most 
popular trapguns ever built is the Win- 
chester. The veteran, now being crowded 
by the newcomers with undeniable ad- 
vantages of mechanism and design, still 
holds its own among the men who fear 
to take any chances, and at a shoot the 
Red W gun will usually muster as large 
a squad as any gun represented. It 
works and is on the job all the time, 
which is one excellent feature about a 
trapgun. Probably in the last seven 
years all the Red W pump guns made 
did not give the trouble the other two 
newer ones did in one year—but, now 
they are past their apprenticeship, they 
unquestionably outclass the older gun. 

In these days, arms designers do not 
build their guns with breech blocks sliding 
out to the rear with nothing between 
them and the shooter’s face. Modern 
guns are hammerless and solid breech in 
design. 

John Browning designed the Red W 
pumpgun long years ago—and within the 
last three years designed the new Ste- 
vens. As can be expected the latter de- 
sign showed several improvements over 
the earlier one. 

The Remington is another of the ultra 
modern type, solid breech, hammerless, 
bottom ejecting, and beautiful in outline. 

Looking over the three from the stand- 
point of performance, the Stevens is an 
exceptionally smooth working repeating 
shotgun and mechanically leaves little to 
be desired, save some changes in the take- 
down and chamber, which have made a 
little trouble. The only openings in the 
solid receiver are the ejection port at the 
side, closed normally by the bolt, and the 
loading hole in the bottom, to admit shells 
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into the magazine. At the rear the frame 
is solid, and a shell might blow its head 
off and let out enough gas to run a street 
lamp for an hour, and yet none of it 
would get back along the bolt to the 
shooter. 

The Remington has still fewer cuts, 
the opening at the bottom, used both as 
loading hole and ejection port, being all 
the entrance to the interior workings of 
the animal. 

Both guns give a smooth, nearly un- 
broken sighting line, through the ab- 
sence of hammers, or cuts in the receiver 
nearly up into the sighting line. 

If you get you a pump, pay a little more 
money and have them put on a checked 
action-slide handle, in place of the stock 
grade corrugated affair, this for the sake 
of your hands and the looks of the gun. 

If your taste lies in the automatic di- 
rection, take the one tried by time. May- 
be you’re figuring on the automatic in the 
hopes of avoiding recoil. For one I 
have never been able to figure out 
whether they do or not, although I shot 
one all through one game season. On 
some occasions they seem to have the 
caress of a .22 short, on others they will 
jar the very handkerchief out of your 
pistol pocket, nor does that friction ring, 
changed for varying loads, explain the 
difference. 

I'll take one bet with you, however; 
that is, the ordinarily non-automatic with 
a good Silver recoil pad will treat you 
far more kindly at the end of 200 rounds 
than any unadorned auto that ever spat 
shells and lead. Try it and see. 

In the singles, I am under the firm de- 
lusion that I own the best one ever made 
and am therefore able to view the others 
with tolerant and non-envious eyes. My 
own is a single barrel made-to-order arm 
by Fred Adolph, the only one of its kind 
in existence and the bulliest gun that ever 
a fellow swung after a clay bird. It is 
made with a heavy vertical locking bolt, 
running through an equally heavy ex- 
tension rib, and two lugs engaging in the 
bottom lumps, a locking mechanism that 
will continued to hold that gun tight 
when you are handing the others to the 
baby for a rattle. 

The barrel, half octagon at the breech 
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end, is as hard as glass and at the end of 
the day shows a surface as free from 
lead as the new gun in the dealer’s rack. 
It balances about the hinge, is of course 
hammerless, fitted with top lever, and 
while unique in design, it is to all effects 
a very fine double gun so far as ejecting 
mechanism and locks are concerned. It 
is an example of how a carefully made, 
hand-made gun handles and works. 

Just as an idea of specifications, this 
gun has a 32-inch barrel, a stock 14 
inches to the trigger, which would be 
equivalent to a 15-inch stock with the 
front trigger in the guard, weight 734 
lbs. At the heel it drops 2 inches, at the 
comb 1%. It’s the fastest handling gun of 
its weight I ever picked up, and guessed 
its weight as far under the actual figure. 

Among the other singles we find the 
leader either the Charles Daly or the 
Westley Richards—with the price corre- 
spondingly elevated. Choice between 
these two fine hand-made, English and 
German arms is purely one of personal 
taste. The Francotte, a Belgian arm, is 
another popular seller, bringing a slightly 
lower price than either the English or 
the German. 

The singles are fast coming into their 
own, and it is difficult at the present time 
for the purchaser te obtain either a Daly 
or a Westley Richards without consider- 
able waiting. 

With the Daly, Higginson cleaned up 
the National Amateur Championship in 
April, score 185 ex 200. Hendrickson 
took second with another Daly and Ran- 
dall third with still another. 

The National Amateur Indoor Cham- 
pionship at Madison Square Garden went 
to Mr. F. B. Stephenson, shooting a Daly 
single barrel into the vitals of 99 birds 
out of the 100 on the programme. Sec- 
ond place went to another amateur with 
a Daly and a man with still another one 
took third. At Pinehurst the same single 
barrel in the hands of more amateurs 
cleaned up five or six of the high places. 

The records of amateurs with any type 
of gun are significant, both as showing 
what the average man can expect to do, 
and how the trend of the amateur sports- 
man is going. After all, it is the amateur 
sportsman who keeps the trap game alive. 
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The United States and Canada, 1912 


(Compiled by T. S. Palmer, C. E. Brewster, and Frank L. Earnshaw) 





U. S. Department of Agriculture 
BIOLOGICAL SURVEY 


The following table shows the open seasons for game in the United States and Canada arranged on a uniform plan. 
The first date of the open season and the first date of the close season are given, so that CLOSE SEASONS 
MAY Bé&e FOUND BY REVERSING THE DATES. When the season is closed for several years the first date 
on which shooting is permitted, as Oct. 1, 1913, appears in the table. 


A few unimportant species and the numerous local exceptions in Maine, Wisconsin, Wyoming, Maryland, North 


Carolina, Florida, Arkansas, California, Washington, and Oregon have been omitted. 
and the most general of the county laws of North Carolina have teen followed. 
published in Farmers’ Bulletin No. 510. ‘‘Game Laws for 1912,"’ 


The State laws of Maryland 
All the omitted seasons are 
except the county seasons of Maryland and 


North Carolina, which are published in Posters No. 28 and No. 26 of the Biological Survey. These publications 
may be had free on application to the Secretary of Agriculture, Washington, D.C. 

The term rabbit includes ‘‘hare’’ of the Canadian laws; quail, the bird known as ‘‘partridge’’ in the South; grouse, 
includes Canada grouse, sharp-tailed grouse. ruffed grouse (known as ‘“‘partridge’’ in the North and ‘‘pheasant’’ 
in the South), and all other members of the family except prairie chickens, ptarmigan, and sage hens; introduced 
pheasant is restricted to the Old World pheasants; and goose includes ‘‘ brant.”’ 

States are arranged geographically and grouped according to the Hallock Code. 





*Laws of 1912 not received. +Local exceptions Certain species. 
when the opening or closing date fails on Sunday. 


Additional open seasons.—ASig Game: Unorganized Territories, July 
15-Oct. 1. Caribou: Newfoundland. Aug. 1-(Oct. 1, Squirrel: 
Kentucky June 16-Sept. 16; Wild Turkey§: Oklahoma, Mar. 15- 
Apr. 16. Woodcock: Delaware, Nov. 15-Jan. 1; Maryiand, July 1- 
Aug. 1+. Plover, rail: Ohio, Mar. 1-Apr. 21. Snipe: New Jersey, 
Mar. 1-May 1 (Wilson snipe only), Ohio, Mar. 1-Apr. 21; Duck, 
goose, swan: Ohio, Mar. 1-Apr. 21; Michigan (bluebill, butterball, 
canvasback, pintail, redhead, spoonbill, whistler, widgeon, and 
sawbill ducks, Mar. 2-Apr. 11; mallard, teal, Sept. 15-Jan. 1). 
Shore birds, goose, brant: Washington, along the coast and 6 miles 
niand, Mar. 1-Junel. Shore birds, water fowl: Ontario,south of 
Canadian Pacific Railroad, Montreal to loronto, and Guelph and 
Goderich Railroad, Sept. 15-Dec. 16 


6 District of Columbia.— Hunting prohibited except on the marshes of 
the Eastern Branch north of the Anacostia Bridge and on the 
Virginia shore of the Potomac 

> Virginia.—Sguirrel. Brunswick and Greenesville counties, Nov. 1- 
Feb.1; Isle of Wight and Southampton counties, Sept. 1-Jan. 15. 
Warren, Nov. 15-Jan. 1. Quail, grouse, wild turkey, woodcock 
west of Blue Ridge, Nov. 1-Jan. 1. Dove: Brunswick and 
Greenesville counties, Aug. 16-Jan. 15. 

d ‘ndlana —Hunting any game except waterfowl prohibited Oct. 1- 
Nov. 10 (Laws of 1905, ch. 160, sec. 608). 

¢ California.—Deer (males only); First ana third districts, Aug. 16- 
Nov. 1; sixth district, Aug. 16-Sept. 16. 7 ree squirrel: Mendocino 
County, unprotected. Valley guail: Sixth district, Oct. 16-Nov 
1 Dove: Second and fifth districts, Aug. 1-Oct. 16; fourth and 
sixth districts, Sept. 1-Nov. 1. Duce: First and sixth districts, 
Oct 1-Mar 4h Black brant: First district, Oct. l-Apr. 1. For 
definition of the six game districts see Farmers’ Bulletin No. 610. 

f British Columbia.—South of lat. 55° seasons for Columbian deer, 
quail, grouse, praine chicken, ptarmigan, pheasant, snipe, duck, 
und goose are fixed by proclamation. 

g Deer.—Vaine: Applies to Aroostook, Franklin, Hancock, Oxford, 
Penobscot, Piscataquis, Somerset, and Washington counties. 
Season Oct. 1-Nov.1 in Androscoggin County; Nov. 1-Dec. 1 in 
other counties, with local exceptions in Hancock, Knox, and 
Waldo counties. New Hampshire: Applies to Coos County 
Season Nov. 1-Dec. 15 in Ca‘roll and Grafton counties; Dec. 1- 
Dec. 16 in other counties Massachusetts: Season only in Berk- 
shire, Bristol, Essex, Franklin, Hampden, Hampshire, Middlesex, 
and Worcester counties; no ope. season in rest of State. New 
York: Applies only to the Adiron jacks and wholly inclosed parks; 
season in Ulster County and 9 towns in Sullivan County and in 
Deer Park, Orange County, Nov. 1-Nov. 16; no open season in 
rest of State. Wisconsin: Applies to Pierce, Dunn. Eau Claire, 


Trempealeau, Jackson, Juneau, Wood, Marathon. Langlade, 
Oconto, and all counties north Virginia: Oct. 1-Feb. 1 in 


Brunswick and Greenesville counties. South Carolina: Aug. 1- 
Feb. Lin Berkeley County. Tenmessee: Dec. 1-Jan. 1 in Fentress 
County. Oregom: Sept. 15-Nov 1 in Wallowa, Union, Baker, 
Malheur, Umatilla, Grant and Harney counties. Oklahoma: No 
open season in Caddo, Comanche. Delaware, Kiowa, and Swanson 
counties. /daho: Sept. 20-Dec. 20 in Bonner, Clear-water. Idaho, 
Kootenai, Latah, Nez Perce, and Shoshone counties. Ontario: 
Nov. 1, 1914, in Dufferin, Grey, Simcoe, and Wellington counties. 
Quebec: Oct. 1-Dec 1in Ottawa and Pontiac counties. 


§Males only 


{In New York the season opens or closes one day earlier 


hk Moose and Caribou.—Alasta: North of lat. 62°, Aue 1-Dec. 11; 
caribou on the Kenai Peninsula, Aug. 1, 1914. Ontario: South 
of the Canadian Pacific R. R. between Mattawa and Manitoba 
boundary, Nov. 1-Nov. 16. Quebec: Moose. Oct. 1-Dec. 1 in 
Ottawa and l’ontiac counties, Nova Scotia: Moose in Cape 
Breton Oct. 1, 1915. 


é Elk.—/daho, in Fremont and Bingham counties, Sept. 1-Jan. 1, in 
Bonner, Clearwater, Idaho, Kootenai, Latah, Nez Perce, and 
Shoshone counties, protected to Sept. 1, 1916. 


J Elk and sheep.— Wyoming: Only in Carbon, Freemont, Uinta, and 
parts of Big Horn and Park counties 


k Sheep.— Alaska: North of lat. 62°, Aug. 2-Dec. 11. British Colum- 
dia: Sept. 1,1918, in Ya'e, Okanagan, and Similameen districts; 
no open season south of the Canadian Pacific R. R. between the 
coast and the Columbia Kiver, from Revelstoke to the Interna 
tional Boundary. 


2 Rabbit,—Connecticut: Dec. 1-Jan. 15, only with dogs and ferrets. 
New York: varying hare, Nov, 1-Feb. 1. 

m Squirrel. —Arkansas: May 1-Dec. 1 in Lee, Monroe, Phillips, and 
St, Francis counties, 


m Quail.—California; Mountain quail, Sept, 1-Dec. 1. Oregon: Oct. 
15-Dec. 15 in Jackson and Josephine counties; Oct. 16, 1913, in 7 
counties east of Cascades. 


o Grouse.—/dako: North of Salmon River, Sept. 1-Dec. 1, 


no open season in 5 counties east of Casc ides. 


p Woodcock.—New Hampshire: Covs and Grafton counties, Sept. 16- 
Dec. 1. 

q Plover.—New Hampshire: Killdeer, upland plover, Bartramian sand- 
piper, Oct.1,1917. Pennsylvania: Law applies to upland plover 
only. S-parate seasons for upland plover as follows: Vermont, 
Aug. 1, 1915; Massachusetts: July 15, 1915 (no season for killdeer 
or piping viover); New Jersey: Aug. 1, 1916; Lomisiana: July 1- 
Apr 1: Manitoba, July 1-Jan. 1. Separate seasons for killdeer; 
Neorasha: Sept 1-May 2 


Oregon: 


» Curlew, Rail —Curlew protected under term “shorebirds.” Vir- 
ginia, law does not apply to sora, 


s Duck.—Separate seasons for teal in Tenmessee, Aug. 1-Apr. 15; 
mallard and black duck, Nov. 1-Mar. 16, and sheldrake, Nov. 1 
Apr. 11, in New Jersey; blue-winged tealin Lomisiawa, Sept. 15- 
Apr. 1; black mallard 1n / ouisiana, Aug.1-Mar. 1; and wood duck 
as foliows: Maine, to 1915, exceot Oxford County, Sept. 1-Jan 1; 
New Hampshire, Oct. 17, 1917; Vermont, Sevt. 15,1916 ; Massachu- 
setts, Sept. 1, 1916; Connecticut, Sept. 1, 1919; New York, no open 
season; New Fersey, Avr. 1, 1916; Delaware, Sept. 1-Nov. 1; 
Virginia, Aug. 1-Jan. 1; West Virginta, no open season ; Tennessee, 
Aug. 1-Apr. 16; South Carolina, Sept. 1-Mar. 1; Lomisiana, Sept. 
1-Mar. 1, 

t Goose.—North Dakota: Goose and brant may be shot more than one- 
half mlle from permanent waters. Separate seasons for brant as 
tollows: California, Nov. 1-Mar. 15 (except first district, Oct, 1- 
Apr. 1; see foot note ¢); Prince Edward I/sland, Apr. 20-Jan. 1. 


« Bear.— Alaska: Large brown bears, Oct. 1-July 2, 
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localities for fishing and hunting. 





EDITOR’S NOTE—The aim of this department is to present to our readers reports on desirable 
We have a great many of these coming in by every mail. 
best have been culled out—not places where the luck was “fair,” but where it was ‘‘ splendid.’’ 
impossible for us, in the limited space available, to print names of hotels, guides, etc., but write us direct 
for information concerning any locality whatever you are interested in, and be sure to mention in 
writing, later, to the hotel or guide, that your information came from our ‘ Where to Go” department. 
This is important, as you will then get the best treatment, both as to terms and accommodation. 
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The Where To Go Department this month 
contains some of the best big game localities 
in the United States and Canada and for 
the sportsmen who have not already ar- 
ranged for their fall hunting trips the fol- 
lowing pages contain much valuable informa- 
tion. Full details in regard to any locality 
will be gladly furnished by mail, and as 
these reports are furnished by sportsmen 
who have “been there” you may be assured 
that this is unbiased data. We publish only 
the favorable reports. Next month we will 
publish a list of the best Southern hunting 
and fishing localities for the benefit of the 
sportsmen who go South for the winter 
months, after which the Where To Go De- 


partment will be discontinued until next 
spring. 
New England States 
Norcross, Penobscot Co., Maine. Reached 


by Boston & Maine and Bangor and Aroos- 
took Ry. Accommodations, good and suit- 
able for ladies at Phoenix Camp, Chas. 
Daisey, Prop. $2 a day. Guides $3 a day. 
Moose, bear and deer plentiful in this lo- 
cality. Party got five black bears last fall 


Winn, Penobscot Co., Maine. Reached by 
Maine Central and Bangor & Aroostook Ry. 
Good accommodations at Bay View Camps, 
Jos. M. Patten, Prop. $2 a day. Guides 
$3 a day plus board. Moose, deer and part- 
ridge plentiful. 

Patten, Penobscot Co., Maine. Reached 
by Boston & Maine Ry. Accommodations 
at Hay Lake Resort, E. O. Arbo, Prop., at 

$3 a day and board. 
ti 


( 
$10 a week. Guides $3 
ful. Party got sev- 


Moose and deer plen 


eral fine deer. 

Mackamp, Somerset Co., Maine. Reached 
by Canadian Pacific Ry. Accommodations 
at Trout Brook Camp, Robert Walker, 


Rates $1.50 a day. Proprietor acts 
as guide at $2 a day. Deer plentiful. 

Jackman, Somerset Co., Maine. Reached 
by Maine Central to Greenville Junction, 
then C. P. R. to Jackman, or by Bangor & 
Aroostook from Bangor. Good accommoda- 
tions at Lake Parlin Camps, H. P. Mc- 
Kenney, Prop. $2 a day. Guides $2 a day. 
Deer plentiful. 

Ripogenus Lake, Piscataquis Co., Maine 
Reached by Bangor & Aroostook to Green- 
ville Junction, thence by steamer and canoe 


Prop 























Ralph 
Prop. ‘This is in the heart of some of the 
best big game country in Maine. 

Other good districts in Maine for moose, 
deer, bear, etc., are Skinner, Franklin Co.; 
Oxbow; Debsconeag, Piscataquis Co.; Eus- 
tis, Franklin Co.; Grand Lake Stream, 
Washington Co.; Kineo, Piscataquis Co.; 
Mosquito, Somerset Co.; Dead River Re- 
gion; Forsythe, Somerset Co.; Sherman, 
Aroostook Co.; Ashland, Aroostook Co.; 
Staceyville, Penobscot Co.; Monson, Pisca- 
taquis Co.; Roach River, Piscataquis Co., 
and Schoodic, Hancock Co. 

Colebrook, Coos Co., New Hampshire. 
Reached by Boston & Maine Ry. Accom- 
modations at Monadnock House. Guides to 
hire. Deer and small game plentiful. 


Middle Atlantic States 


Wanakena, St. Lawrence Co., New York. 
Reached by N. Y. C. Good accommodations 
at Bear Mountain Camp, J. M. Balderson, 
Prop. $12 a week. Guides to hire. Deer, 
bear and small game plentiful. 

Big Otter Lake, Herkimer Co., New York. 
Reached by N. Y. C. Good accommoda- 
tions at Big Otter Lake House, W. D. Cran- 
dell, Prop. $10 to $12 a week. Guides $3 
a day. Our informant says, “Never came 
out without a deer.” Deer and small game. 

Raquette Lake, Hamilton Co., New York. 
Reached by N. Y. C. Accommodations at 
Brightside, J. O. A. Bryere, Prop. $17.50 a 
week. Guides $4 a day. Deer abundant. 

Noblboro, Herkimer Co., New York. 
Reached by Adirondack Branch of N. Y. C. 
to Prospect, thence by wagon to Noblboro. 
Our informant camped out. Guides can be 
had at $3 a day. Deer, bear, grouse and 
small game plentiful. 

Piseco, Hamilton Co., New York. Ac- 
commodations at Sportsmen’s Home, F. W. 
Abram, Prop. $8 a week. Guides $3 a day. 
Deer, bear and grouse fairly plentiful. 

Tupper Lake Junction, Franklin Co., New 
York. Accommodations at Sunset Cottage, 
$10 a week. Guides $3 a day. Deer, bear, 
grouse, ducks, etc., plentiful. 

Newcomb, Warren Co, New York. 
Reached by Delaware & Hudson to North 
Creek, then via stage to Newcomb. Accom- 
modations at Lake Harris House. $12 a 
week. Guides $3 a day. Good deer country. 

Onchiota, Franklin Co., New York. 
Reached by N. Y. C. Accommodations at 
Guide’s house, Wm. Skiff. $1 a day; charges 
$3 a day for guiding. Deer, foxes and small 
game plentiful. 

Long Lake, Hamilton Co. New York. 
Reached by N. Y. C. to Raquette Lake, 


to Ripogenus Lake Camps, 
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steamer from Raquette Lake to Blue Mt 
Lake, then by wagon to Long Lake. Ac 
commodations at Deerland Lodge, $14 week. 
Guides $3 a day. Deer and bear. 

Tylersville, Clinton Co., Pennsylvania. 
Reached by N. Y. C. There are deer, bear 
and plenty of small game in this locality. 
This is best as a camping proposition, but 
accommodations can be secured at private 
houses at reasonable rates. 

Canadensis, Monroe Co., Pa. Reached by 
D., L. & W. Ry. to Cresco Station. Good 
accommodations at Spruce Cabin Inn, W. J. 
Price, Prop. $15 a week up. Deer, bear, 
grouse and small game plentiful. 

Elk Grove, Columbia Co., Pa. Reached 
by D., L. & W. and Bloomsburg & Sullivan 
Ry. Accommodations can be secured at 


hotel at $1 a day. Guide $2 a day. Bear 
rabbits and pheasants plentiful. 
Southern States 

Dillwyn, Buckingham Co., Va. Reached 


by Southern Ry. Accommodations can be 
had at private house at $1 a day. Guides not 
needed. Deer, turkey and quail plentiful. 
Also small game plentiful. 

Joyner, Va. Reached by Virginia Ry., 62 
miles from Norfolk. Accommodations at 
hotel $2 a day. Deer, turkey and partridge. 
Write to G. B. Williams or C. B. Parker for 
information. 

Other good districts in Virginia for deer, 
turkey, quail and other small game are 
Meherrin; Cullen; Bagley Farm, Bagley’s 
Mills, Va.; Aspen; Kenbridge; Abiline; Ad- 
sit; Sebrell; Altavista Jarratt and Burdette 

Solaire, Webster Co., W. Va. Reached by 
B. & O. to Cowen, thence by wagon nine 
miles across mountains eastward. Sol Star- 
cher will accommodate sportsmen at $5 a 
week. Bear and small game. 

Linville Falls, Burke Co., N. C. Reached 
by Southern Ry. Accommodations at 
boarding house, $6 to $7 a week. Guides $2 
a day. Bear and small game plentiful. 

New Smyrna, Volusia Co., Florida. 
Reached by Florida East Coast Ry. Good 
accommodations at Rose Villa, H. D. Smith, 
Prop., $12 a week. Guides $2 a day. Deer, 
quail, turkey, squirrels and ducks plentiful. 
Also good salt water fishing. Best season 
December to May. 

Chapin, Hildalgo Co., Texas. Reached by 
San Antonio and Aransas Pass Ry. Our 
informant camped out for three weeks in 
December. Reports deer, mountain lion, 
javelin, quail, Bob White, rabbits, snipe, etc. 
plentiful; also an occasional jaguar. 

Port O’Connor. Reached by St. Louis, 
Brownsville & Mexico Ry. Good hotel ac- 
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commodations. Deer, ducks, geese and 
chicken reported plentiful around this lo 
cality, particularly ducks. Also best of salt 
water fishing. 

Falfurrias, Texas, is in the midst of an ex 
cellent game country where deer, javelin, 
coyotes, opossums, turkey, geese, ducks, 
grouse, etc., are plentiful. Hunting club here 
will furnish accommodations, guides, ete. 


Carrizo Springs, Dimmit Co. Texas 
Party took camping outfit from Austin 
Texas, and drove across country. Accom- 


modations can be had at Patterson’s Ranch. 
Deer, turkey, ducks, quail and javelin re- 
ported plentiful. Also good fishing for bass 
and cat fish in Nueces River. 

Benavides, Duvall Co., Texas. Reached 
by Southern Pacific. Deer, javelin, bob cags, 
quail, rabbits, badger, etc., reported plentiful. 
It is necessary to get permission to hunt 
from the land owners in this locality 


Middle Western States 

Sidnaw, Houghton Co. Michigan. 
Reached by C. M. & St. P. Ry. Accommo- 
dations can be had at hotel at $1.75 a day. 
Our informant camped out. Deer, partridge, 
rabbit, wolves, beaver and bob cats. Got 
three deer, thirty partridges, and rabbits. 

Channing, Dickinson Co., Mich. Reached 
by C. M. & St. P. Ry. Accommodations can 
be secured at hotel at $1 a day. Good deer 
shooting during season and guides, teams 
and camping supplies can be secured. There 
are good facilities for camping. 

Blue Lake Station, Kalkaska Co., Mich. 
Reached by Michigan Central Ry. Accom- 
modations at Blue Lake Camp. Guides can 
be secured. Our informant was with party 
of five and they got eight deer, also plenty 
partridges. 

Hackensack, Cass County, Minn. Reached 
by Northern Pacific. Deer, bear, ducks, 
geese and grouse all plentiful. Accommoda- 
tions at Spain House, W. J. Spain, Prop. 

Lutzen, Cook Co., Minn. Party reports on 
trip to this place taking boat from Duluth 
to Lutzen on north shore of Lake Superior. 
Hired Charles Nelson as guide and two In- 
dian packers, spending two weeks in the 
wilderness. Each of the three men secured 
a moose. 

Hibbing, St. Louis Co., Minn. Reached by 
Great Northern Ry. Party stopped at ttiter 
Lake Lodge, W. A. Thomas, Prop. $1.50 
a day. Plenty of deer and some moose. 

Sayner, Vilas Co., Wisconsin. Reached by 
C., M. & St. P. Ry. Accommodations at 


Musky Inn, A. Chabrison, Prop., $12 a week. 
Deer, partridge, ducks and geese plentiful 
in season; 


occasional bears and wolves. 
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Jeaver, Marinette Co., Wis. 


C., M. & St. P. Ry. 


Reached by 
Deer are plentiful in 
this locality and there are good facilities for 
camping out, or accommodations can be se- 
cured at Maplewood House at $1.50 a day. 


Three Lakes, Kenosha Co., Wisconsin. 
Reached by Chicago & Northwestern Ry. 
Good accommodations at Butternut Lake 
Camp, $10 a week. Guides $3 a day. Deer, 
bear and grouse are plentiful in this locality. 

Townsend, Oconto Co., Wis. Reached by 
Chicago & Northwestern Ry. Accommoda 
tions at Boat Lake Resort, $2 a day. Guides 
$2 a day. This is a good deer country. 


Rocky Mountain States 


Ashton, Fremont Co., Idaho. Reached by 
Oregon Short Line. Accommodations at 
ranch of Clark W. Orton, $12 a week. Pro- 
prietor will act as guide for hunting parties, 
charging $10 a day. Elk, bear, sheep, goat 
and deer plentiful. 

Ennis, Madison Co., Montana. Reached 
by 65-mile drive from Bozeman, Mont. Good 
accommodations at small family hotel, $1.50 
a day. Good guides for elk and mountain 
sheep hunting can be obtained here. 

Salesville, Gallatin Co., Mont. Reached 
by 15-mile drive from Bozeman. Accommo- 
dations at Michener’s camp, $12 a week 
Deer, bear, mountain sheep and elk plentiful 
in this region. 

Cody, Park Co., Wyoming. Reached by 
Chicago, Burlington & Quincy Ry. Accom- 
modations at Frost & Richards Camps, $4 a 
day. Frost & Richards are fully equipped 
for taking care of hunting parties, and elk, 
mountain sheep, deer, bear, lion and wolves 
are all found in this region. 

Afton, Unita Co., Wyoming. Reached by 
Oregon Short Line. Accommodations can 
be had at hotels. Our informant lives here. 
Good guides can be hired at $5 a day. Horses 
$1.50 a day; pack horses $1 a day. Elk, 
deer, mountain sheep and bear plentiful. 

Ten Sleep, Big Horn Co., Wyoming. 
Reached by Chicago, Burlington & Quincy 
Ry. Accommodations at Burke’s ranch, $3 
a day. Guides $5 a day. Elk, deer, bear, 
mountain sheep, grouse, etc. 

Cebolla, Gunnison Co., Colorado. Reached 
by Denver & Rio Grande Ry. Accommoda- 
tions at Sportsman’s Hotel, J. G. Carpenter, 
Prop., $2 a day. Proprietor and sons will 
act as guides. Bear, mountain lion, deer and 
small game plentiful 

Sapinero, Gunnison Co., Colo. Reached 
by Rio Grande Ry. Accommodations at 
Commercial Camp, $1.50 a day. Bear, deer, 
coyotes, lion and bob cats are all found in 
this locality. 























Where 


La Veta, Huerfano Co., Colo. Reached 
by Denver & Rio Grande Ry. Accommoda- 
tions at Cuchara Camps, $8 a week. Guides 


to hire. Bear, deer, grouse, turkeys, etc., 
plentiful. 
Roswell, Chaves Co. New Mexico. 


Reached by At. Top. & Sante Fe Ry. Hotel 
accommodations $2.50 a day. Guides to hire 
at reasonable rates. Bear, deer, turkey, etc. 

Glorieta, San Miguel Co., New Mexico. 
Reached by Santa Fe Ry. Accommodations 
at Valley Ranch, $9 a week. Guides to hire. 
Mountain lion, bear, deer, grouse, etc., are 
plentiful in this locality. 


Pacific Coast States 


Albany, Linn Co., Oregon. Guides hard 
to get. Our informant got two deer and 
states that bear and mountain lion are also 
to be found. Accommodations at “The 
Cascadia,” $2 a day. 

West Fork, Douglas Co., Oregon. Reached 
by Southern Pacific. Our informant camped 
out for four weeks. Chas. Tabor, good 
guide, charging $2 a day. Bear, mountain 
lion, deer, etc., plentiful. 

Soledad, Monterey County, Cal. Reached 
by Southern Pacific Ry. Accommodations 
can be secured at Abbott’s ranch; also 
guides. Good deer hunting in this locality. 

Drakes Springs, Plumas Co., Cal. Reached 
by Western Pacific Ry. Accommodations 
can be secured at $2 a day. Bear, deer, 
mountain lions, grouse, etc., plentiful. 


Canada 


Grand Lake, Newfoundland. Reached by 
Reid Newfoundland Ry. Accommodations 
at “The Bungalow,” J. R. Whitaker, Prop. 
Rates $2.50 a day. Complete outfits for 
camping, including guide, etc., can be se- 
cured here. This is in the famous New- 
foundland Caribou District. Other good dis- 
tricts for caribou in Newfoundland are 
Stephenville Crossing and Terra Nova. 

Caledonia, Queens County, Nova Scotia. 
Reached by Dominion Atlantic Ry. S. S. 
from Boston to Yarmouth, then by Halifax 
& Southwestern to Caledonia. Accommoda- 
tions at Camp Rossignol, P. H. Moore, Prop., 
$14 a week. Guides $2.50 a day. Moose, 
bear, partridge, etc. Our informant got 
moose with 56-inch head. Another good dis- 
trict in Nova Scotia for moose, bear, etc., 
is Brazil Lake, Yarmouth County. 

Riley Brook, Victoria Co., N. B. Reached 
by C. P. R. Co. to Plaster Rock. Amos 


Gaunce has well equipped camps in this lo- 
cality and charges $7 a day, which includes 
camp accommodations, guide, cook, food, etc. 
Moose, deer, bear and caribou found here. 
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Serpentine Lake, near Plaster Rock, N. B., 
is in good moose and deer country. Percy 
B. Falding of Perth, N. B., has camp here 
and can ‘furnish good big-game hunting. 
Rates $6.50 a day. Our informant got two 
moose. 

Glassville, N. B., is situated near the 
Southwest Miramichi River and is reached 
by C. P. R. to Bristol. Murdock Mackenzie. 
of this place, has several well equipped and 
comfortable camps here in the heart of the 
big-game country. Charges, $7 a day, which 
includes guiding, camp accommodations, 
boats, teams, etc. Moose, caribou, deer and 
bear, partridge and small game. Good com- 
bined hunting and fishing trip if taken a few 
days before September 15, when big game 
season opens in New Brunswick; fishing 
season closes same Gay. Salmon, sea trout 
and brook trout are caught in the Miramichi. 

Bonny River, N. B. Reached by C. P. R. 
from either St. John or St. Stephen, N. B. 
Good accommodations at camps of Thos. A. 
Sullivan in good big-game country. 

Bathurst, N. B. Reached by Intercolonial 
Ry. Good accommodations at Imhoff 
Brothers’ camps, who are reliable guides in 
good bear and moose country. 

Doaktown, Newcastle, Palfrey Lake, Ox- 
bow, Reeds Island, Taymouth, Stone Ridge, 
Upper Keswick, North View and Scotts 
Mills, are all in excellent big game country 
and only lack of space prevents our giving 
particulars concerning these localities. 

Lake Edward, Quebec, reached by Que. & 
Lake St. Geo. Ry. from Quebec. Accommo- 
dations at Laurentide House, R. Rowley, 
Prop. Guides to hire. Moose, deer, caribou, 
etc., found in this district. 

Other good districts in Quebec are Lake 
Kenogami, La Tuque, Waltham, Causapscal, 
St. Jean de Dieu, and Kippewa. 

Good localities on Ontario for deer, moose, 
bear, etc., are Huntsville, Maquetawan, 
French River, Killarney, Lake Achtigan, 
Pickerel, Metogami, South River and the 
Agawa River region. 

For goat and sheep hunting in Alberta, 
also bear, write J. W. Warner, Prairie Creek, 
Alta. Good big game localities in British 
Columbia are Fort George (write W. H. 
Drisbrane) ; and Michel, reached by C. P. 
R., also Squamish, reached by steamer from 
Vancouver. 


Alaska 


For Alaskan big game hunting, write Mr. 
C. T. Summerson, 321 E. 2ist St, New 
York, who is prepared to conduct trips into 
this region, or E. D. Beattie, 11174 Second 
avenue, Seattle, Washington. 














LARGE MOUTH VS. SMALL MOUTH BASS 


The Sport of Casting for Large Mouth 
BY WILLIAM ARTHUR BABSON 


It is not often that I enter a contro- 
versy in the pages of Fietp AND STREAM, 
but such differences of opinion as those of 
Messrs. Corbett and Dilg concerning the re- 
spective fighting qualities of large and small 
mouth bass, in your recent issues are cer- 
tainly wholesome and interesting discussions. 
As such, your readers welcome them. If 
one cannot go a-fishing and beat the other 
fellow in winter time, he can perhaps beat 
him in talking about it. 

I have not, so far, had the pleasure of Mr. 
Dilg’s acquaintance, but know him by repu- 
tation as an angler of experience and skill. 
Mr. Corbett I have known for many years. 
To my knowledge he has on numerous occa- 
sions exceeded by several pounds the rec- 
ord prize muscallonge of this year, and has 
probably caught more big “lunge” than any 
amateur in New York State. Whether with 
rod and gun he represents the highest type 
of sportsman. So when such men as Cor- 
Lett and Dilg get together the fur is bound 
to fly. 

Before becoming addicted to the chronic 
habit of salmon fishing I spent several] sum- 
mers fishing the Kawartha Chain of Lakes, 
the Rideau and adjacent waters, also the 
ucighboring ponds in Ontario, typical bass 
lakes, well stocked with both large and 
small mouth bass, although the former per- 
haps predominated in numbers. I have also 


caught them in many other waters fre- 
quented by both species, but never in the 
West nor in the Mississippi, to which Mr. 
Dilg refers, and I have been at it ever since 
the days of bent pins and alder poles. 

The small moutl, within my experience 
at least, puts up a more active and longer 
fight than the Oswego when taken in the 
same waters. Any fisherman of experience 
would have to admit that the former leaps 
cleaner, higher and more frequently than 
his cousin. Not a few Oswegos when hooked 
merely break water on the surface in an 
effort to throw the hook. On the other 
hand, the initial strike of the big mouth is 
harder and more vicious and his first rushes 
very strong; but he comes to the landing net 
quicker. When bait casting I always use a 
short fly rod of about five ounces, stripping 
in the line with the left hand until frog or 
minnow is a foot or so from the tip and 
then by an underhand cast allowing the loose 
line in the boat to run freely. Most fisher- 
men prefer a regular bait-casting rod with a 
free-running reel. Mr. Dilg speaks of fight- 
ing a four and a half pound large mouth 
until his wrist was weak and shaky and that 
Mr. Smith told him he had “had the fish 
on twenty minutes.” Possibly, he did not 
consult a watch, but twenty minutes for an 
average-sized bass of either kind is most 
remarkable. I have killed many a fresh-run 
salmon in the swiftest rivers in less time 
and a five-pound bass generally lasts about 
five minutes, although it may seem longer 




















Of course, special conditions sometimes gov- 
ern special and Mr. Diig’s fish in 
running water probably did take twenty min- 
utes to land under peculiar circumstaiaces, 
but his illustration is valueless as an argu- 
ment, for it is apparent on its face that it 
must have been a very exceptional experi- 
ence. I certainly would like to find a lake 
that bred big mouth bass of like tempera- 
ment. 

I think, however, that Mr. Corbett rather 
underrates the big mouth and in the enthu- 
siasm of his argument has perhaps failed to 
give the fish due credit. Mr. Stimson, in the 
February issue of FIELD AND STREAM, has 
certainly done so when he says, speaking of 
the big mouth, “He comes right along like 
a small boy caught playing hooky.” Why 
are fishermen prone to-exaggerate? It is cer- 
tainly true that the strike of a big Oswego 
as he grabs the frog on the surface and his 
long, strong surge toward the lilies are no 
mean performances. 

Mr. Dilg’s article has, however, suggested 
one excellent point for discussion even more 
important, perhaps, than the relative strength 
of two species of fish, and that is their mer- 
its as governed by the fisherman's manner 
of taking them. Are fighting qualities the 
most important f catching fish? 


cases 


factor in 
Would not, perhaps, a bluefish pull as hard 
or even harder than either Mr. Small Mouth 
or Mr. Big Mouth, but unfortunately they 
don’t live in fresh water, and cannot gener- 
ally be taken in as attractive a way as the 
bass? 

Still fishing or slowly drifting with sunken 
minnow or helgramite offers sport of a com- 
paratively low order, undoubtedly far infe- 
rior to casting a surface bait among old sub- 
merged logs or lilypads. The latter re- 
quires great skill, more, in my opivion, than 
in casting a fly for salmon, and | have done 
a great deal of each kind of casting. Give 
a novice a Jong salmon rod and, in an hour 
with proper instructions, he can make some 
sort of an attempt, whiie the current in the 
pool will do the rest; but give the same man 
a short bait-casting rod with directions to 
drop a good-sized frog right up to the end 
of a narrow cove among the pads some sev- 
enty-five feet away; and then manipulate his 
bait properly around or over those pads, and 
see what happens. 

Now, I believe, it is no exaggeration to 
say that seventy-five per cent. of the small! 
mouth bass caught in this latitude (certainly 
in a large proportion of the waters I have 
fished) are taken in a second-rate way, to 
wit: still fishing or drifting, because that is 
the most effective way of taking them, while 
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the same proportion of large mouth are 
caught by casting. It is very true that the 
small mouth can be and is regularly taken 
in certain appropriate waters, or seasons o/ 
the year, on the surface with fly, bait, or 
other lure. I have had grand sport with 
them in just such a way, and many fishermen 
can likewise testify. But in the average bass 
lake in this region the small mouth, during 
the summer time, frequents more especially 
the sandy or gravelly bottoms, points, reef 

etc., where there is open water of moderate 
depth. Here they search for their prey. The 
large mouth lies in wait for his prey in some 
favored haunt. He loves to lurk in the 
shadows of the pads under an overhanging 
bank or moss-grown log or hidden in thick 
weeds along shore, where the water is often 
shallow and a surface bait is always effec- 
tive. Under ordinary conditions, I can catch 
many more small mouth bass drifting with 
sunken bait than casting, while I can al- 
ways catch more large mouth bass casting, 
because I know just where to look for them. 
lor me, the peculiar sloping of a submerged 
log, the quiet circle of pads covering a cove, 
the mystery of a shadow falling black upon 
the shallower water, the tall weeds waving 
below the surface, always possess an inde- 
scribable charm, for it is there that I know 
some old big mouth warrior is waiting for 
my frog. And, as I drift slowly past an 
ever-changing shore line, casting toward 
ever-changing marks, expecting every mo- 
nient that sudden splash on the surface, I 
marvel how quickly the summer afternoon 
has slipped away and [ glance over my 
shoulder, and there anchored in his boat a 
Lundred yards off shore, waiting patiently in 
the same spot, sits my friend (perhaps it 
may be Brother Corbett), still fishing for 
small mouth bass. 

Yes, my vote is with Corbett, that the 
small mouth is gamier in the same waters, 
and yet, in looking back over many seasons 
of fishing in waters containing both species, 
I must confess to having had more real 
genuine sport catching the big mouth. 

Wm. ArtHur Banson 

New York City 


Large Mouth for His 
Editor Fietp aND STREAM: 

Dear Sir: I am much interested with the 
brother sportsmen regarding the present 
bass controversy. I want to drop my oar 
in. My experience, of course, is not nearly 
as wide as that of the greater number of 
those who are participating in the contest. 
However, I will say I have fished for big 
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mouth more than for sma!l, and my limited 
experience convinces me if I were to judge 
the species as a whole from personal obser- 
vation I would give my verdict favorable to 
the large mouth. I have fished Chautauqua 
Lake and Findlay Lake for big mouth, 
Sugar Lake and Clear Lake for big mouth 
My fishing in the United States for little 
mouth has been very limited, but I want to 
state 1 have hauled out some 12- and 14-inch 
little mouth bass in this State that didn't 
make their identity known until I had them 
out of water. I have caught big mouth bass 
that tore up the water and atmosphere from 
the first strike and kept up a fight for a 
sufficient time to prove a corking alibi to the 
term of fat head. I have witnessed some 
beautiful fights of others. I caught a 19%- 
inch little mouth at Sparrow Lake last year 
which weighed 414 pounds, and his fight was 
all in sight. I admit he put up a nice argu- 
ment, but I was surprised how soon he gave 
up and how I had to tease him to keep him 
scrapping 

This and a little bass fishing on the Sev- 
ern River, Ontario, gave me an entirely dif- 
ferent impression of the small mouth than 
the articles I have read. This year I am go- 
ing farther north in Canada and try the 
small mouth in colder and deeper lakes. [| 
believe the condition of the water has a de- 
termining influence in the characteristics of 
any fish even to the wary brook trout. 

I believe with Mr. Davis that print will 
not change opinions. Experience may. 
Llowever, I’ve got more respect for the big 
mouth and wili continue to retain it until 
I have an opportunity to see differently. 

Very truly yours, 


May 24 L. A. BADGER 


Another Friend of the Large Mouth 


H:ditor FIELD AND STREAM: 

As a constant reader of FIELD AND STREAM 
and a “bughouse sherman,” I have naturally 
been much interested in the controversy con- 
cerning the comparative fighting qualities of 
large and small mouth black bass. During 
the past twenty-five years I have caught large 
mouth bass in the States of Wisconsin, Min- 
nesota, Illinois, Indiana, Michigan, Ohio, 
New York, Pennsylvania, and New Jersey, 
and small mouth bass in Wisconsin, Indiana, 
Ohio, Michigan, New York, Pennsylvania and 
New Jersey. While I do not wish to go on 
record as to the comparative game qualities 
of the two fish, on account of the widely 
varying conditions under which I have caught 
them, I do want to be placed in the column 
of friends of that prince of finny gentlemen, 
the Large Mouth Bass. And as a true friend 
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I cannot allow reflections on his character 
to pass unchallenged. Mr. E. R. Kelsey, in 
the May number of F1ieLp AND STREAM, calls 
him a quitter and compares him to a log 
Surely Mr. Kelsey had a grouch on when he 
made this criticism. Possibly, as sometimes 
happens to a fisherman I am very well ac- 
quainted with, he had to stay at home that 
day and help wifey clean house. A bass who 
will break one of Dad Clark’s best rods in 
the hands of as skilled a bass fisherman as 
Jim Moloney, of Chicago, and after the rod 
the line, all this with a number 4 spoon hook 
so far down his throat that he died within 
two minutes after getting loose, cannot be 
called a quitter. And when five bass out of 
seven securely hooked were lost by reason 
of getting under the boat and fouling the 
line on bottom splinters, after two good rods 
were broken trying to keep them off, it cer- 
tainly does not look as if they came in like 
logs. This happened in White Lake, Mich., 
to no poorer fisherman than Mr. Burdick, oi 
Montague, Mich. 

Now, I will not take it upon myself to say 
that, pound for pound, the small mouth is 
not the equal or superior of the large mouth 
But I will say that, inch for inch, the other 
conditions being equal, I have yet to catch 
the small mouth which can put a harder 
strain on my tackle. I am of the opinion 
that Mr. Kelsey has caught the most of his 
small mouth bass in swift-running water, and 
most of his large mouth in still water. This 
of course, would make a great difference in 
the apparent fighting qualities of the two fish. 
But, however that may be, I wish to say that 
it is the generally accepted opinion of the 
fishermen of the Middle West with whom | 
am acquainted that the real difficulty in land- 
ing a large mouth bass lies in the last twenty 
feet from the boat, which would not be the 
case if he were a quitter. 

I would enjoy taking Mr. Kelsey out on 
some of the lakes I know of in Wisconsin 
and start him in at about eight o’clock on a 
bright September morning. The large mouth 
there are not of exceptional size, running 
from 2% to 4 pounds each. But if he felt 
like fishing any more after dinner, then he 
ought to be transformed into a locomotive. 

This article is not intended as a reflection 
in any way on Mr. Kelsey, either as a fish- 
erman or good fellow. But the large mouth 
bass is a good and faithful friend of mine 
and I cannot remain silent when he is as- 
sailed. “Stick up for your friends, wher- 
ever you find them,” is a motto I always try 
to follow. And as Joe LeClede, of Clear 
Lake, Minn., says: “Yas, by gar, en were 
dey ain't.” 


Newark, N. J. J. W. THAYER. 


























Unkel David’s Letter 


DerE FELDE & STREME. 

This is yore unkel’s Klose to Nachur let- 
ter, whitch it is mi dooty to rite sum time 
in the vakashun seezun. Me & Sar An, mi 
wife, are living 
reel klose to 
nachur in a bun- 
gylo on the shoar 
of Long Ilund 
Sound, & expekt 
to save enuff on 
the munth’s rent 
to pay for gitting 
owr cloathes 
cleened & prest 
the saim being 
now in the hand 
of a Italyun tailer 
hoo thinx it a 
onner to work for 
litterrerry peepul 
on kredit. This is 
strikly a summer koiony of litteratoors, & 
owr welthy nayburs are moasily maggyzeen 
riters, artists & hed offis boys with smawl but 
excloosive families. The life we leed is troo- 
ly Boheemyun, skorning the narrer conven- 
shuns of sassiety & eeting klams three times 
a day. We are mutch in the opun air, & Sar 
An has patternized owr free bathing beech 
so mutch that moast of her figger is sun 
burnt to the ruddy hew of helth. 

A dere friend of mine, emploid in a owt- 
dore pubblycashun offis whitch I will not 
naim, has bot one (1) of these Noo England 
farms on the installmint plan & commoots 
to the city. He hits a six (6) o’klok trane 
in the morning & gits hoam at ate (8) that 
saim nite, & his spair minnits are deevoted to 
aggerculchural persoots. The uther day he 
come to me in teers & sed the kroes was 
pulling up his korn & seemed reely graitful 
to be shot at. I toald him to fix up a skair 
kroe, & explaned that the saim was a poal 
with sum old cloathes thair on. He wep 
anoo & sed he had no old cloathes but his 
wife’s last yeer’s bathing soot, whitch he was 
afrade the kroes wood not see; but I toald 
him his eddytur had moar old cloathes than 
noo ones, & mite be indoosed to fix him up. 
After a cuppel of dais he come bak & sed the 
kroes was wus than befoar. In a singul 
glanse the misterry was reveeled. He had 
been delooded into maiking a dummy with 
the eddytur’s kaky hunting soot, whitch was 
the saim as an invite to awl kroes to cum in 
pees & not doj when a gun went off. You 
can’t lern awl abowt farming the first seezun. 
Last weke the wife of a welthy millyunare 
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hoo has sum reel munny rid up in her otter- 
mobeel & sais: “Unkel David, I have seen 
you with yore hat off, & the shaip of yore 
nobel brow tells me you are a onnerbel man 
hoo will help a distrest feema‘l with advise. 
You knoe that my husbund has a thurrobred 
bird dog whitch cost him fore (4) dollers & 
aty (80) sents at Kos Kob & express in addi- 
shun one (1). way. This dog is a perfikt 
broot. He berries his boans in mi flowr bed 
& roots up mi yeller merrygools & sooperb 
mixt nemmyfilly & evry blaim thing that | 
plant; & when mi French made goes owt to 
expostylait with him, he chaws off the eekroo 
lais where it will be mist by the casyooal 
spektater. It is moar than I can bare.” Sais 
I: “Maddum, yore trubbel is doo to a hus- 
bund, a dog. a flowr bed & a boan. Cut owt 
eether of the foar (4) & yore life will be a 
continyoous dreem of bliss. At the prezzunt 
hi prices of meet you can’t blaim the dog for 
taiking care of his coald vittels. Feed him 
dog biskits exkloosive & yore dummestik hap- 
pyness will reemane intakt.” & she was so 
pleezed that she sed I mite klime over the 
gardin wall & git a mess of roobarb. 
Yisterday an uther of the munny magnaits 
askt me to cum over & plow an aker of korn, 
becos his hired men had took their summer 
vakashun & gone to the city to git kool. He 
had a fore (4) yeer old Arab stede of the 
best peddygree—haff Airdale & the rest Erly 
York—that had wunst maid a mile in fore 
(4) minnits on the Spedeway, & he thot I ott 
to plow that aker in a owr. When I hitcht 
up & commenst maiking the reemarx that 
are custumerry on sutch occashuns, the dot- 
ter of the howshoald cum owt & look shokt 
She was of the yoozyooal brand of dotters, 
with a beanpoal figger, white shooz & poarus- 
nit sox & a piney flowr in her obbern hare. 
sais she: “Popper sed you mussent jerk that 
hoss or use bad langwidge. Tawk nise to 


him. Call him ‘Sweethart,’ & he'll doo enny- 
thing.” Sais I, “He is dooing too mutch 
now. I never befoar saw a hoss that cood 


step with awl foar (4) feet on evry hili of 
korn.” You shood have herd her moozikul 
laff. “Let me drive him,” she sais. “Sweet- 
hart knoes his tootsy-wootsy itty best dirly 
dat divs him umps of tooger, don’t 00, my 
hossy?” & then she took hold of the lines & 
maid a noiz with her mowth like you sum 
times heer when the owl car slip her trolly 
& the lite goes owt; & Sweethart spraddled 
owt & stamped down evry hill of korn in two 
rows. “Wait till I git started,” sais she; 
“that wa’n’t the hoss’ fawit.” “It was his 


missforchun,” sais I, “that he didn’t have 
A hoss with only foar (4) is 
It was sure won- 


moar feet. 
moar or less handykapt.” 











556 


derful how that.untraned hoss took to plane 
farm work like plowing korn. Low spede, 
hi spede or reverse, with the muffler on or 
off, he never mist a hill—& you shood have 
herd that fare dotter of the ritch sling sas- 
siety tawk at him. “Oh, you cheep skait!” 
sais she. “You bargain cownter piker! You 
coodent wawk down Fifth Avenoo & keep 
yore fete owt of the shop winders. There, 
he’s foozled another one (1)! You broot! 
1 wish you was in the Bronx this minnit! 
Keep off’n that korn, you Central Park West 
hall-room back number! I wish I could jerk 
yore blaimed old hed off! Oh, what shell | 
doo! What shell I doo!” “There are sev- 
ral stunts you mite try,” sais I. “You mite 
git me yore daddy’s sekkund-best fish poal 
& then you mite stik cotton in yore eers & 
cum bak & watch the fun.” But she woodent 
bother with the cotton. “Unkel David,” sais 
she, when the korn was all plowed & we had 
give Sweethart sumthing for his temperrery 
nervus prostrashun, “I wish I cood have 
knoed you in yore bammy dais.” & I sais, “I 
was sure sum bammy.” 

Yores trulie (for rustik happyness & helth) 


That Foolish Pistol Law 


Although not a subscriber to the maga- 
zine, I am a constant reader of the same 
and have been watching with great inter- 
est your editorials on the subject of the 
Sullivan Pistol Act. I also appreciate the 
work on your part to show the people 
how ridiculous the law is in some branches. 
In nine out of ten cases it robs the people 
of home protection, which is in all cases 
necessary. 

Hoping to see the law moderated to a 
point that is within reason. 

H. C. KINGSLAND. 

New York City, N. Y. 


A Protest Against National Disarmament 


Editor FieLp AND STREAM: 

There is a nation-wide movement on foot 
to make the carrying or use of firearms il- 
legal, which, unless strongly opposed, will 
ultimately develop into a serious menace to 
the right of the sportsman. 

In 1911, New York State passed its noto- 
rious Sullivan law, which prohibited the use 
of small arms for even legitimate home pro- 
tection. Immediately the State became a 
hotbed of crime; bands of marauding thugs 
sprung up in a night, and New York City 


Field and Stream 


experienced a crime wave unequalled in its 
history. The presidents of the fourteen bur 
glary insutance companies sent an open let 
ter of protest to the State legislature in 
which they stated that burglaries and “hold 
ups” had increased 40 per cent since the in- 
ception of the Sullivan law. : 

In the face of all this, thirteen other 
States have either since passed or are in the 
act of passing similar measures. These laws 
have been fostered by unscrupulous politi- 
cians with a thirst for notoriety and with no 
regard for the dangerous menace that lies 
behind any law which deprives the law-abid- 
ing citizen of his weapon of defense 
against the thug 

The most drastic measure yet introduced is 
the Simms bill, which was recently passed 
by the House of Representatives in Wash- 
ington. Though killed in the Senate, it 
shows the trend of events. This bill pro- 
hibited the sale or use of firearms for any 
purpose or under any condition whatever. 
It denied even the granting of licenses to 
carry firearms for the protection of life o1 
property. Even bank messengers and ex 
press messengers were not excepted. The 
significant phase of this law lies in the fact 
that its framers are employing extensive 
publicity methods to secure its adoption in 
the various States. 

Such a law, if allowed to become general, 
nieans nothing short of chaos. Our country 
has not reached a state of civilization wher< 
the honest citizen may be disarmed. Were 
Congress composed of the 


one 


our houses of 
criminals themselves, they could not legis 
late more to their own advantage. 

The ultimate meaning of all this to the 
American sportsman is obvious. Such hys- 
terical legislation, if permitted to go un- 
checked, will make a crime of sport, and 
which is even more serious, will crush th: 
military spirit of the country. 

Would it not be well if the sportsmen all 
over the United States, and particularly in 
States where this kind of sentiment is run- 
ning rampant, were to show their opposition 
by writing strong protests to their news- 
papers? Only in th’s way may be politcians 
who make our laws be made to feel the pulse 
of the public 

Very truly yours, 
WALTER DE MArts 


How to Keep Game in Hot Weather 

Take a cracker box or flour barrel, as to 
quantity of game, cover bottom with crushed 
ice, sprinkle a little salt over ice, place birds 
or ducks side by side, belly up, then cover 








with ice and again sprinkle salt. Continue 
in like manner until all game is covered with 
ice and salt, then cover to keep air out. If 
ice is kept on top of game daily, it may be 
kept for a month in hottest weather. Sev- 
eral northern gentlemen were here shooting 
shore birds in May. They saved and took 
home all their birds, and wrote me they 
reached home with them in perfect condi- 
tion. Do not pick or draw game. 
Jasper B. WHITE. 





From a Dry Fly Convert 
Editor, FIELD AND STREAM: 


Dear Sir—It has been my good fortune 
during the past year to frequently meet at 
the lunch table that genial and able advocate 
of the dry fly, E. M. Gill. As an old-fash- 
ioned fisherman I did not enthuse very 
much over learned dissertations concerning 
“the drag,” or the relative merits of “fish- 
ing the rise” and “fishing the stream,” and I 
couldn’t conceive of a man wanting to fish 
up stream unless his companion insisted on 
fishing down. I listened tolerantly, and I 
trust politely, to these homilies from my 
friend, but with a mental reservation that 
the wet fly was good enough for me. 

In due time Gill launched upon the sea 
of literature his admirable book “Dry Fly 
Fishing in America,” an autographed copy of 
which he placed in my hands. Still in a po- 
lite and tolerant way I started to read the 
book; then I woke up. Could the old scout 
be right after all, and had I unconsciously 
deprived myself of some of the keenest joys 
of trout fishing? While still considering the 
question, good luck and Edmund Seymour’s 
courtesy took me North with Gill, and his 
demonstrations of the superiority of the 
dry fly in open and well fished waters were 
so convincing that I write this as a convert 
to his methods, and to help other doubters 
to see the light that has dawned on me. 

While not an expert fly fisherman I have 
seldom had to take off my hat to my com- 
panions in fishing the sort of stream we 
struck that day, for it was the kind I had 
been brought up on; a small meadow and 
forest brook with mostly shallow pools. It 
was a broiling hot day with no air stirring, 
and I soon found that while there were 
plenty of trout there they were very shy, 
and a single, half-hearted rise was about 
all I could get out of them. Repeated 


change of flies availed not, and the lunch 
hour found me the dissatisfied possessor of 
three trout, while the dry fly fisherman had 
nine in his creel. 


Close to the spot where 
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we lunched was a good sized, open pool that 
one or two of the party had fished without 
success, and here it was that Mr. Gill made 
a striking ‘demonstration in favor of the dry 


fly under the prevailing conditions. From 
the foot of the pool he dropped his fly lightly 
on its smooth surface, and as the tiny lure 
floated gently thereon a trout rose and took 
it; again and still a third time, without mov- 
ing, did he hook and land a trout in that un- 
promising water. It was as pretty an ex- 
hibition as I ever expect to see, and as at 
the close of the day our relative success had 
not changed, I then and there registered a 
vow that—at least on such waters as that— 
I would adopt and religiously use the dry 
fly. 

I would mention in passing, that the man 
who goes fishing with Gill will enjoy him as 
much off the stream as on it, and under the 
spell of his contagious good nature will re- 
solve to stop beating his wife and be a good 
citizen. 

ArTHUuR F. RIce. 


Wants to Make a Hood for His Forester 
Tent 
Fditor, V1ELD AND STREAM: 

Two or three years ago I purchased from 
you a Forester tent, and it has been my pride 
and joy on many week-end canoe trips. This 
summer I intend using it on a longer trip, 
and wish to fit it with a front, or hood, as 
I saw pictured in your magazine some time 
back. If it is not imposing on your good 
nature I wish to ask if you can furnish in- 
formation as to the amount of canvas needed 
and the angles for cutting same. I looked 
up your article some time back in FIELD AND 
STREAM on making one of these tents, but 
find it did not include a front. 

In this neck of the woods saplings long 
and straight enough for erecting this tent are 
about as plentiful as hens’ teeth, so I devised 
the expedient of using a piece of sash cord 
for the ridge pole, staking one end down and 
stretching the other over a convenient limb 
of some tree. By tying the peak to the ridge 
rope and using a stick between the front tie- 
outs I get as much headroom and nearly as 
good a job as with the poles. Have you ever 
used this method? Hoping you can furnish 
the desired information, I am, 

Sincerely yours, 
Columbus, O. Geo. B. NUNEMACHER. 


You will find details of front of Forester 
Tent in patterns given in June, 1911, Fievp 
AND STREAM article, “Omar the Tent Maker.” 

Ep. 








































RAINBOW TROUT CUP THE TARPON CUP 














Presented by Dr. R. J. Held for the Record Presented by Will H. Dilg for the Record Tar- 
Rainbow Trout, caught season 1912 pon, caught season 1912. 
iy jaa" 























THE TUNA CUP BROWN TROUT CUP 
Presented by Chas. F. Holder for the Record For the Record Brown Trout, caught on a fly, 
Pacific Coast Tuna, caught season 1912. season 1912. Presented by Fretp ann STREAM. 
These cups are made of bronze with the designs in hammered silver in relief. They stand 12 inches 


high and were designed for this contest by The Art Work Shop, of Buffalo, N. \¥ 
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is pre-eminent. 
You might be able to build a 
cabinet that outwardly would re- 
semble a Victor-Victrola. You 
might even copy the inside construc- 
tion and details, if they were not pro- 
tected by patents. But there is no 
copying the superior Victor-Victrola 
tone-quality. 

That represents years of patient exper- 
iment—with various woods, with differ- 
ent proportions, with numerous vibratory 
surfaces—and it is simply astonishing 
how slight a variation in size, in shape, in 
position, seriously affects the tone quality. 

No, the Victor-Victrola tone can’t be 
equaled! Even though the eye could 
take in every detail of construction, 
there is still that same indescribable 

“something” which makes the Stradiva- 
rius supreme among violins, which gives 
to the Victor-Victrola the wonderfully 
sweet, clear and mellow tone that has 
established this instrument as_pre- 


eminent in tone quality. 

Hear the Victor-Victrola today at the nearest 
Victor dealer’s—you’ll spend a 
delightful half-hour and come 
away with a greater love for 
music and a more thorough ap- 
preciation of this superb instru- 
ment. 

Victor Talking Machine Co. 
Camden, N. J., U.S.A. 


Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal 
anadian Distributors. 


Always use Victor Machines 
with Victor Records and Victor 
Needles—the combination. There 


is no other way to get the un- 
equaled Victor tone. 








Vic 


That’s where the Victor-Victrola 


Victor-Victrola IX, $50 


Mahogany.or oak 


XVI, $200 
quartered oak 
Other styles $15 to $150 


ctrola 


New Victor | Records are on sale at 2 all dealers on the 28th of each month 
We guarantee advertising on ‘this page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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THE PRIZE FISHING CONTEST OF 1912 


Leaders in the 1912 Contest 

Brook Trout— 

Joe H. Lumpkin, 2 Ibs. 9 oz. 

W. M. Keeler, 134 Ibs. 
RAINBOW TrouT— 

G. E. Richardson, 9 lbs. 2 oz. 

W. A. Morris, 7% Ibs. 
3ROWN TROUT— 

No entries. 
LAKE TrouT— 

Edwin K. Gordon. 8 Ibs. 
ATLANTIC SALMON— 

Archibald Mitchell, 40!% Ibs. 
LANDLOCKED SALMON— 

P. H. Killelea, 16 Ibs. 

W. A. Hulbert, 12 Ibs. * 
SMALL MoutH BrLack Bass— 

G. P. Sharp, 8 Ibs. 

Mart Murphy, 6 Ibs. 12 oz. 
Larce MoutH Bass (Northern Division)— 

George Ritter, 634 Ibs. 

Edward A. Mueller, 6% Ibs. 
Larce MoutH Bass (Southern Division)— 

Lester Warner, 1044 lbs 

W. H. Perrin, 9% Ibs. 
MUSCALLONGE— 

Nellie D. Sammis, 37 lbs. 

Dr. Frederick L. Whiting, 34'% Ibs. 
BLUEFISH— 

Edward E. Davis, 17 lbs. 14 oz. 
WEAKFISH— 

Dr. H. F. Deane, 8% Ibs. 

Dr. H. F. Deane, 7 Ibs. 1 oz. 
StriPpeD Bass— 

Benj. Evemham, 38 lbs. 4 oz. 
CHANNEL Bass— 

W. H. Rabotham, 49 Ibs. 

Burke H. Bridgers, 39! lbs. 
TARPON— 

Harry B. Webster, 156 lbs 

Harry B. Webster, 108 Ibs. 
TuNna— 

No entries. 





Didn’t Know the War Was Over 
FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING Co.: 

Kindly advise by first mail the tackle to be 
used for lake trout togue, in your record 
game fish contest for 1912, as I find no men- 
tion in FIELD AND STREAM of the tackle nec- 
essary to be used by contestants for the lake 
trout. 

I caught last season, at Tobin’s Harbor, 
Isle Royale, Michigan, a 34-pound lake trout 
with rod and reel, but as I had neglected to 


keep my subscription paid up to FIELD AND 
STREAM, did not know of your contest in 
time to make the necessary affidavits. 

This is an awful warning to all persons to 
keep their subscriptions paid to FIELD AND 
STREAM. Please direct your answer to me 
at Tobin’s Harbor, Isle Royale, Michigan, 
via Duluth. Yours very truly, 

J. P. CHEEVER. 


There have been no restrictions placed on 
tackle to be used for taking lake trout, be- 
yond that they must be taken with rod, reel 
and line. Any bait is permissible. That 34- 
pounder would have walked off with first 
prize last year, but we cannot pity you, seein’ 
ye didn’t even know about the contest. Here’s 
to wishing you luck this time, however. You 
don’t have to be a subscriber to enter in the 
contest.—ED, 





Surprised to Find Himself a Leader 
FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING Co.: 

I was somewhat surprised when I got the 
August issue of the FreELp AND STREAM to 
see my name mentioned as one of the lead- 
ers of the 1912 Prize Fishing Contest; also 
of Burke H. Bridgers being second in chan- 
nel bass fishing. Will the FreLp AND STREAM 
kindly give me Mr. Bridgers’ address, so I 
can get a line to him? Inclosed please find 
a clipping of July 14 (Sunday Call, of our 
city). I intend to have another tryer in Sep- 
tember of channel bass. 

Respectfully yours, 
Capt. W. H. RopoTHamM. 





Keeps an Affidavit in His Tackle Box 
FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING Co.: 

Inclosed is affidavit describing a brook 
trout caught by myself, Sunday, May 12, 
1912, on the Little South Branch of the Pere 
Marquette River, near Bitely, Mich. I am 
not a subscriber of your magazine, but my 
druggist lays it aside for me each month. 
I have had one of the affidavits in my fish- 
ing togs for some time, hoping that I would 
have a chance to use it. I know that the size 
of my fish is not above the average, but he 
was taken on a light rod and a No. 10 Jar- 
vis whirling dunn in a fair fight in swift 
water. Should I be so lucky as to be among 


the winners I will send you an account of 
the lucky strike in detail. 

Trusting this is satisfactory, and assuring 
you have one big booster in the person of 
D. J. Henry, I am, 

Truly yours, 
Wise M. KEEver. 
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Self-Loading Shotgun. 


Absolutely positive action; divided recoil; ability to shoot light 
or heavy loads without adjustment of mechanism; absence 
of projections or exposed moving parts to catch in clothing or 
brush or injure hands; absence of screws and pins on outside, to 
collect rust or dirt or work loose; two-part, simple take-down 
and no loose parts—these are some of the valuable features that 
make the Winchester Self-Loading Shotgun superior to others of 
similar type. It is a 12 gauge, and weighs only about 7° 4 
pounds. Can be used as a repeater or single loader at will. All 
metal parts are made of nickel steel, which has about double 
the strength of the steel used in shotguns of other makes. 


Send for circular to Winchester Repeating 
Arms Company, New Haven, Connecticut 


Don’t Buy A Self-Loader Without Seeing This 
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@ Lock speed is a big element of success in making high scores at the trap or in the field. 
\ ‘ @ When you pull the trigger you want it to go with lightning 
\\ @ Flying birds and targets will not wait for a hang fire load or a slow lock. 
@ Our lock was carefully and scientifically timed at the University of Cornell. 
@ Test was made by means of a fly wheel traveling 577.1715 inches per second. By means of a special 
device it was found that the fly wheel traveled .935 inches while hammer was falling. Dividing .935 
S by 577.1715 gives the time it took hammer to fall .0016+ or expressed in fractional form 1/625 of a 
) second. When hammer struck it was traveling 233 inches per seco’ 
¥ @ We figure that this greased lightning speed will increase your score at least 5 per cent. 
@ The slower the lock and the slower the load the farther you have to lead your birds. 
@ Brand new catalog FREE - describes! 8 grades guns—$17.75 net to $400.00 list. 
@ New addition to the Ithaca family is a little 28 bore, weight 434 to 5% pounds, 
@ Our little 54% pound 20 bore is a howling success. 


We guarantee advertising on this page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 


























DID IT EVER HAPPEN TO YOU? 


This Department is for the use of our readers in telling their unusual experi- 


ences. 


Please make your contributions as brief as possible in order that the variety 


of anecdotes may be greater.. The authors of the three best stories each month will 
be given a choice of one of the “Hard Luck” series of sportsmen’s pictures. 
The winners for March are Talbott Denmead, L. Schumaker, and F. R. Ulmer. 


The Universal Game Dog 

The most unusual hunting experience I 
ever had lasted about thirty minutes one day 
last December, and was due to the perform- 
ance of a diminutive fox terrier, “Lady.” 
Displaying the instinct of a bird dog, the lit- 
tle animal found and set a covey of par- 
tridges and retrieved five of the birds which 
my brother and I killed. 

I was spending a few days at the home of 
my parents, in Owenton, Ky., when my 
brother, Lyman, one morning suggested that 
we try to find a rabbit or two in a field 
not far from the house. We decided to take 
the fox terrier along. ; 

Scarcely had we reached the field than I 
noticed a hawk in a tree at the other end of 
it, and suggested to Lyman that it was a 
good indication that birds were near. We 
headed toward the tree. Lady worked along 
about fifty feet in front of us, stopping fre- 
quently to sniff ground scents that attracted 
her. Near our objective point was a patch 
of yellow grass, and the terrier entered it. 
About half way across she came to a sudden 
stop. We were close enough to see that she 
was quivering with excitement, but she made 
no attempt to move. 

“Certainly looks like birds,’ commented 
Lyman, as we quickened our pace toward the 
dog. When we were within a few feet of 
her Lyman tried to coax her to move in. 
She flattened her ears at his words, but re- 
fused to budge, continuing her steady stare 
at the ground. Then Lyman walked past 


her, and, as he did so, a covey of from fif- 
teen tu twenty quail flew up. 

I emptied both barrels of my gun on the 
rise and Lyman got one shot with his single- 
barrel, 16-gauge gun. Not a bird fell. We 
would have been disgusted with our poor 
shooting had we not been so elated over 
Lady’s achievement in locating and refusing 
to flush the game. As we started in pursuit 
of the covey, Lady put up a single bird which 
had not risen with the others. I shot twice, 
but again I failed to score a hit, as far as I 
could judge. 

We started over the hill in the direction 
the quail had taken, and, after walking about 
one hundred yards, were given another sur- 
prise. Lady found a dead partridge in a 
thick growth of briars and stubble and 
brought it to the cleared space where we 
were standing. She then began sniffing the 
ground eagerly, and, as we watched her, she 
came upon two other birds, lying not five feet 
apart. In another minute she had found a 
fourth bird. 

We could hardly believe our eyes. It 
seemed as if it had rained birds, in such 
rapid succession did the terrier discover the 
little crumpled, feathered forms. The birds 
had been hard hit, and how they managed to 
fly such a distance before falling is hard to 
understand. 

I had started out with but six cartridges 
and had but two left when we decided to 
look for the rest of the covey. Fifty yards 
farther on Lady put up a single partridge, 














STEVENS 
double hammerless 


Guns to be right must stay tight. 
They must operate smoothly and easily—shoot close— 
shoot strong. 


If they have those qualities they will outlast any other 
gun of any other make. 


1 Coil Springs. No Miss Fires. 

2 Compensating Locking Cross Bolt. 

3 Top Lever and Bolt in One Piece. 

4 Positive Automatic Safety. 

5 Strong Cocking Leverage. 7 Check Hook to Keep Barrels Tight. 

6 Easy to Open and Close. 8 Spring Fore-end Always Tight. 
This is what you get when you buy a Stevens Double 

Hammerless Gun. 


We manufacture more sporting firearms than any Maker 
in the World. 


Stevens guns list from $15 to $60. They are the best for 
the money, bar none. 

Send for our illustrated and descriptive Catalog No. 10, 
which describes in detail Stevens Doubles—Repeaters and 
Singles. This catalog also contains valuable hints on shoot- 
ing, the kind of ammunition to use, etc. 


J. STEVENS ARMS & TOOL COMPANY 


The Factory of Precision 
Dept. 173. CHICOPEE FALLS, MASS 
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which I winged on the second shot. This 
exhausted my supply of ammunition and we 
decided to make for home. 

Then came what probably was the strang- 
est experience of the day. We had not 
walked twenty feet from where I picked up 
the fifth bird, when Lady suddenly stopped, 
turned her head as if listening to the move- 
ments of a field mouse in a tuft of grass near 
which she was standing, and then pounced 
into the grass. The next moment there was 
a whirring of wings. The terrier had caught 
a partridge before the bird could extricate 
itself from the grass. 

Whether excited by the flapping of the 
bird’s wings or because of an effort to get a 
better grip, Lady lost her hold on the bird. 
“he frightened quail darted away, leaving 
the fox terrier a mouthful of feathers. ° 

Joun L. Martin. 

Washington, D. C. 


Into a Girl’s Lap 

Miss Lora Hunter, eighteen years old, of 
Versailles, who has been camping with a 
party of friends near the old swirl hole, in 
Laughrey creek, caught a three-pound small 
mouth black bass to-day without pole or 
line. 

Miss Hunter was riding in a canoe and 
swatted a fly that had been annoying her, 
when the fish made a flying leap to catch the 
insect and landed in her lap. 

With a scream Miss Hunter clasped the 
fish with both hands. &. J. 4. 

Lawrenceburg, Ind. 





A Dead Miss at Three Feet 

It was the seventeenth day of October, 
when a party of twenty-five started out for 
a fox hunt. We had thirteen dogs, and 
were in good hunting grounds. The sun 
shone bright and it was about half-past twa 
in the afternoon. I had no gun and was 
but twelve years of age, but always took 
pleasure in going on a fox hunt. As we 
skirted the woods the party divided, and 
two or three in a group went in different 
directions. It was pretty dry in the woods, 
but it was not long before we heard the dogs 
barking hot on the trail. Four of us started 
for a hill which was a good fox crossing. 
We hadn’t been there very long when we 
heard the dogs coming. The three men that 
were in our party spread out, and I got up 
aside of a pine tree. In a little while the 
fellow in front of me saw the fox, and 
stepped on a knoll to see better. Just then 
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I heard a noise, and saw the fox come 
around the knoll on which the fellow was 
standing. The fellow saw him, too, and be- 
gan stepping around. At this the fox 
bolted, and the man fired his gun without 
taking any aim. The fox went the other 
way at a rapid gait and out of sight. The 
other fellows on hearing the shot came up 
and asked what he fired at. He said he shot 
at a fox. 

“Did you hit him?” was the next query. 
He said he shot where he was but he wasn’t 
there. M. Nye. 

East Longmeadows, Ia. 

[This must be Bill Nye’s son.—Eb.] 





Did His Own Stringing 

Have enjoyed reading the wierd experi- 
ences of contributors to the “Did It Ever 
Happen to You” page, and submit this one, 
which, I think, runs them a close second. 

Yesterday, while standing in a riffle fish- 
ing a hole some thirty feet below me, I had 
a vigorous strike, and the trout instantly 
shot upstream. He passed me not over three 
feet from my boots and fouled a snag ten 
feet above me. I had not been able to re- 
cover the line fast enough as he passed but 
soon got a strain on him. On reaching him 
I found the look had passed cleanly through 
his gills and caught in the snag, while the 
trout, which proved to be a half-pounder, 
was strung on the leader some distance from 
the hook. His gills and mouth were un- 
injured. B. F. Briccs, 

Hartford, Conn. 





Here’s One for Unkel David 

While out for a day’s fishing trip on May 
6, 1912, we caught an exceptionally large 
fish, We were in a rowboat on the Sac 
River, near Scarritt-Morrisville College, 
fishing with a “Bristol” rod and an extra 
heavy line. All of a sudden we felt a terrific 
jerk and were nearly overturned. The boat 
started upstream and went about 10 yards. 
When we started around a riffle Mr. Roy J. 
Brown leaped to the shore and took hold of 
the line and managed to get it around a 
stump. We soon pulled the line in until the 
fish was in shallow water, where we threw 
a spear into it and brought it to the shore 
after a hard struggle. It was a large chan- 
nel cat. We were satisfied with our fishing 
for the day, as we had caught several 
smaller ones before, and returned home to 
weigh the fish. It weighed 87 pounds 3 
ounces, O. CLATBORN. 
Morrisville, Mo. 
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THE POWDER 
THAT FILLS 


Your Game Bag 


Make your hunting trip a success. 
Insist that your dealer supplies 
you with shot shells containing 


| Infallible 
Smokelecs Powder 


Unrivalled for its moisture-proof, clean-shooting 
and stable qualities—important factors contrib- 
uting largely to the success and pleasure derived 
from hunting. 


Ask Your Dealer For INFALLIBLE—Accept No Substitute 


Send for set of Booklets descriptive of various brands of Smokeless 
Powders for Shotguns 2nd Black Sporting Powders for Rifles. 


If interested in TRAPSHOOTING, ask for “‘The Sport Alluring’’ Booklet. 
ADDRESS DEPT. 55 


DU PONT POWDER COMPANY, Wilmington, Del. 
en am 


We guarantee advertising on this page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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equipment. 


be supplied to our readers upon request. 








The purpose of this department 1s to keep our readers informed concerning the best equip- 
ment for sportsmen, and this regardless of advertising connections with manufacturers or 
dealers and to offer short practical articles*?on home made fishing, camping and hunting 
Manufacturers of new and improved goods are asked to submit their claims for 
them to our notice and readers who wish to give fellow sportsmen the benefits of any kinks 
that they have tried out and found good are invited to contribute. 
Information concerning any article of sportsmen’s equipment not mentioned here, will gladly 


e pay for useful ideas. 
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Cork Duck and Snipe Decoys 
By W. E. Sawyer, 
SUPT. MASSAPEQUA ROD AND GUN CLUB 


Cork—fellows, all cork for the snipe, and 
cork bodies with soft, fine heads for the 
ducks—and the reasons many. First, and 
the most vital, is the natural appearance, 
especially noticeable in the duck decoy. They 
ride on the water easier and don’t slosh and 
jump as the wooden ones do. Second, they 
are light and don’t weigh you or your boat 
down, and if shot through don’t splinter and 
break. They take paint for decoy purposes 
better than wood, and are more natural in 
every way. Now, take your coat off, light 
this cigar and come with me down to the 
workshop and we will make a couple of 
ducks and snipe, and I will show you what 
a cinch it is. This is the cork just as it 
comes from the tree, great big slabs and 
pieces. You can buy it in bales (about 200 
Ibs.) from regular dealers in New York 
City. Costs about 6 to 7 cents a pound, 
Yes, it runs to various thicknesses, 1% to 
214 inches. You want it as thick as you 
can get it. It also runs irregular and uneven 
but I’ll show you how to get around that. 
We will make a black duck first; he is our 
biggest duck decoy and I make him larger 
than life size, almost a quarter larger. They 
make a better show and I find birds stool 
better to them. Here’s a piece that will cut 
well and just takes our pattern. I use a 
black (expressman’s) crayon stick to mark 
out with as it makes a good mark on the 


uneven cork. My pattern for black duck 
is 14% inches long by 7% inches wide. You 
notice how easy it saws. I use a coarse- 
toothed compass or keyhole saw. I must 
have two of these pieces as Mr. Black is a 
large bird and sticks out of water pretty 
high. The two pieces don’t seem to fit well, 
do they? Well, here’s the joker to make 
them do it—a regular blacksmith’s rasp— 
coarse, cuts it just as though it was cheese, 
and now they fit snug back to back. I pin 
them together with wooden pins—splinters 
of locust I use, although white pine will do, 
but is not as serviceable; two on each side, 
two at the head, one at the tail and you 
see it’s solid. After driving the pins through 
with a hammer, I cut the pointed ends off 
on the bottom flush with the cork. Now 
we are ready to round him off a little with 
the big rasp, doing most of it from and 
around the top and sides—very little on the 
bottom. The breast we round out and the 
tail cut sharp down and our bird now looks 
like cut. You will notice the angle I have 
made to set his head on. These I make out 
of clear white pine, 134 in. dressed. I put 
Y-in. dowels in them and cut the wood of 
nin off, leaving enough to go clear through 
the cork body; cut this off flush with cork, 
split the end and put in small wedge, which 
will hold head down and firmly to the body. 
We are now ready to put in the weight to 
balance and hold him upright and the staple 
to anchor him by. First, we will cut a slot 
in the bottom shaped like this, four inches 
from the tail and running for four inches 
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New World’s 
Records at Bisley 


‘*Ross” Rifles and ‘‘ Ross” Ammunition 
clean up everything in sight in the Match 
Rifle Competitions at Bisley, England 


In the Hopton Grand Aggregate which represents the total scores 
of the six big Bisley Match Shoots, at ranges of 900, 1,000 and 1,100 
vards, the “Ross” Rifle and “Ross” Ammunition took the first six 
places. Top score, 792 out of 825. The previous record made last 
year, also with a “Ross” Rifle, was 785 points. 

In the King’s-Norton Match at 1,200 yards, a World’s Record 
was made with “Ross” Rifle and “Ross” Ammunition. Score: 73 
out of 75. 

These records are extraordinary, especially when one considers that 
out of many hundreds of competitors comprising the keenest shots 
from all the British Empire, less than 50 used the “Ross” Rifle. 

This year’s triumphs at Bisley, confirming previous years’ results, 
classes the “Ross” Match Rifle as the champion of all long-range rifles 
in the British Empire—and probably in the world. 


SPORTSMEN CAN BUY THESE BARRELS 
Sportsmen who seek an accurate and high power arm will be glad 
to know that the Ross 280 High Velocity Rifle has the same barrel 
and breech as the military match rifle which only differs from it in 
the sights and style of stock. Its low trajectory and reliability have 
made the “Ross” a favorite in India with big game hunters. 


A 


These rifles which retail in Canada at $75.00 each, are not yet 
carried in stock by many dealers in the United States, but orders may 
be sent through any reliable sporting goods firm. Catalogues and 
full information sent on request. 


ais ROSS RIFLE COMPANY, Quebec, Canada 
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CORK DUCK DECOYS 


VA 


toward head; cut this about % in. deep and 


run in melted lead, completely filling slot. , 


This wil: hold securely and look workman- 
like, although you can cut and flatten out 
lead pipe and nail on for body weights. 
Right in front under the head drive in 
staple; I make mine from telegraph wire, 
galvanized, 2% in. long, and they hold. For 
an anchor I use the four and five ounce 
pyramid sinker used in surf casting, bent 
on 6 ft. of curtain cord. After rounding 
your decoy off with the rasp, sandpaper him 
nicely using a cotrse and medium fine paper, 
and he is ready to paint. You can elaborate 
the head by inserting shoe buttons for eyes, 
setting them in in % in. auger holes on a 
background of ferrule cement, or sealing 
wax, drop in hot and press button on it. 
This will hold satisfactorily and adds much 
to the decoy’s appearance; same applies to 
snipe. 

Broadbill pattern, 124 in. long by 6 in. 
wide. This pattern will cover a few red- 
heads to put in your flock and is really all 
you need. The game is to set them right. A 
good setting is a dozen black ducks, two 
dozen broadbill and one-half to one dozen 
redheads and you have enough. On inland 
waters this is a large setting and may be 
varied by adding a few mallards and sub- 
tracting half the blacks and half the broad- 
bills. 

The broadbills and redheads will only re- 
quire the thickness of cork, but put on the 
bottom a strip 34 to 1 in. thick, 3 to 4 in. 
wide, of cork, nailing this on with galva- 
nized large head nails (wire); 2 in. long, 
making a keel for your decoy. It will ride 
better and stands up better and this strip 
will hold your body weight and staple for 
anchor. For painting, follow closely the live 
bird, or if not available, Miller’s color out- 
lines in last month’s FigELD AND STREAM are 
good on both duck and snipe. I disagree 
with him on male and female, using eight 


females to four males i my flock—use flat 
paint, no gloss, with plenty of turpentine and 
add dryer. Dull-finished birds get the shots, 
and it’s apt to be more crowded where the 
ladies are, so put eight females to each dozen 
decoys. The snipe for use along our shores 
and marshes can be easily covered by decoys 
for black breast plover, big and little yellow 
legs, rebin snipe, and surf snipe. A large 
flock is not necessary; twelve to eighteen 
decoys are enough. Again, it’s the way they 
are put, and it’s up to the gunner and his 
whistle. You have got to talk to them, just 
the same as you have to talk to ducks, and 
it must be done intelligently—no imitations. 
My patterns for snipe are as follows: Black 
breasted plover, 10% in. long by 3% in. deep 
from crown of head to tip of tail; yellow 
leg, 10% x 3% in. and 11x3% in. You will 
note I show one “yellow leg” at rest. Robin 
snipe and dewitchers, 9%x3 in. For bills 
and legs I use heavy galvanized telegraph 
wire, except for plover, where I use white 
pine for bill. Legs should be 24 to 30 in. 
long. Surf snipe, 8x 2% in. For snipe the 
lightness of the cork decoy is valuable, and 
you will find many pieces from your bale 
available for the various snipe and plover; 
also the cuttings, corners. etc., from your 
ducks will help out considerably. By all 
means, keep the sawdust and raspings from 
your cork and make fenders and cushions 
for your boat from them. The scraps will 
also make floats for fishing and floats for 
your minnow and bait nets. In conclusion 
let me say that it is all ridiculously easy to 
work—that is, the cork end of it. The duck 
heads are harder, but you soon get the knack 
of it, and if you have your heads sawed out 
for you by power saw the whittling out is 
then easy. It will help pass many an evening 
during the winter, pleasantly occupied, when 
you can look forward to fall and the pleas- 
ure of shooting over decoys of your own 
make, 
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Right Clothes Add to the Sport 


ROPER garb for outdoor wear gives comfort, freedom and a sense of fitness. 
Sportsmen realize this more and more every day. They are equipping with suits 
made of these two splendid sporting fabrics produced by the American Woolen 


Company :— 


FORESTRY CLOTH = OLIVAUTO CLOTH 


for fishing, hunting and camping suits. Pure wool, for motoring coats and suits, riding-habits and 
rugged quality that withstands strenuous wear. Soft breeches, golf-suits, etc. A beautiful and fashionable 
gray-green in color, harmonizing with rocks and foli- _olive-brown serge, closely woven; doesn’t show 
age. Turns wind and showers; protects from chill. dust, dirt or grease spots readily. 
Samples of FORESTRY CLOTH and OLIVAUTO CLOTH sent upon request. If you are unable to 
procure these fabrics from your tailor, we will see that you are supplied upon receipt of price, through 
regular channels, as we do not sell at retail. When ordering specify fabric and number of yards desired. 
Forestry Cloth, $2.75 for medium weight ; Olivauto Cloth, $3.50. (334 yds. to a man’s suit.) 


American Woolen Company 


WmM Wood. President. 
Selling Agency: American Woolen Co, of New York 
American Woolen Bldg., 18th to 19th St. 
on 4th Ave. New York 
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$2000.00 Prize Fishing Contest 




















RECORD GAME FISH CONTEST for 1912 








A CONTEST THAT WILL APPEAL TO ANGLERS 


In instituting the 1911 Prize Fishing Contest, FirLp AND STREAM was obliged because 
of the newness of the idea and the necessity to get it well before the public, to place no 
restrictions on tackle beyond requiring that the fish be caught with rod and reel. Now that 
every angler in the country knows about it we feel that the time has come to make it more 
of a sportsman’s contest, to give the fish at least fifty per cent. of the chance of victory, 
and to limit the tackle in all cases to that which the best anglers’ clubs, both of salt and 
fresh water, are agreed upon as sportsmanlike and fair to the fish. In the 1911 Contest 
some of the first-class anglers of the country did not take any part in the contest because 
they did not care to compete against the man who caught fish with a cane pole and a 
clothes line. They felt that we should insist on some of the angler’s art and skill being 
necessary to become eligible in the contest. This year our readers will note that in both 
fresh and salt water classes tackle is specified such as an angler would use. The trout 
classes are restricted to fly fishing, bait fishing for trout being excluded from the contest. 
3ass fishing allows bait because of the vast army of anglers who use the bait cast- 
ing and trolling rods. <A special prize is offered for bass caught on a fly with 
fly tackle. In the salt water classes, Channel Bass, Tuna, Tarpon, and Striped Bass must 
be taken on tackle as specified, which tackle is identical with that of the best salt water 
angling clubs. We propose to make this a sportsman’s contest this year. Note changes in the 
conditions below. 


CONDITIONS. 


First—The fish must be caught with rods and reels as specified and in its legal season. 

Second—The fish must be weighed on tested scales and measured with a tape measure. 

Third—The affidavit printed on the last page of this announcement, or an exact copy, must be 
used in applying for a prize and signed by the man wno caught the fish, to- 
gether with two witnesses, and sworn to before a Notary Public and his seal 
affixed. In case any contestant catches a fish when accompanied by a single 
guide, the affidavit as signed upon coming out of the woods by himself and 
guide before Notary Public stating the circumstances will be duly considered. 

Fourth—The weight, length and girth, date, place, and manufacturer’s name and full specifi- 
cations if possible of the rod, reel, line and lure (or bait) used in taking the fish, 
must be stated. 

Fifth—The winners in each class must send us a short account of how, when and where 
the fish was taken and what tackle was used in catching these fish, these ac- 
counts to be published in FreLp ANp StrEAM. These accounts will not be asked 
for until the prizes have been awarded. 

Sixth—All affidavits must be sent to the editor of the Prize Fishing Contest within 30 days 
after the fish is caught. No affidavits will be accepted after five days from the 
closing dates specified in each class. 

Seventh—No fish caught from State or private hatchery will be allowed in this contest. 
Eighth—In event of two fish weighing and measuring exactly the same number of pounds, 
ounces and fractions, duplicate prizes will be awarded in each case. 

The , i 7 of this Contest will be: Rosert H. Davis, Editor, Munsey’s. Waitt H. Dite, Chicago, IN. 

. Mitrer, Editor, Field and Stream. E. F. Warner, Publisher, Field and Stream. E. M. Guu, 
} 3... Fire Club. W. P. Corbett. 
LIST OF PRIZES ON SECOND PAGE FOLLOWING 
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The Red Gods Call! 





Outdoor 
Outfitters 
Men 


Women 


and 


Children 


‘Good hunting, Brother !”’ 


Prepare for the mountains, the woods, the fields! For 
splendid, joyful days in the depths of the fragrant 
forests—for dreamless, life-giving sleep in the ,star- 
shine of the Open Places! MAKE READY YOUR 
OUTFIT—half your pleasure depends on it ! 


FOR YOUR RIFLE—The Jeffery, authoritatively the finest High- 
Power Arm of modern times, and England’s one best Big Game Gun. 
The only high velocity rifle made in a “take down.”” Do not fail to see 
the new .280 Caliber Model, with the flattest of all trajectories—zero 
drop in 500 yards—with the remarkable velocity of 3100 feet and a smash- 
ing force of over 3,000 lbs. Use the .333 Cal. Model loaded with Cordite 
or Axite and obtain a striking force of more than two tons. The .256, 
with the new revolving magazine, for a lighter weight arm (7} Ibs,) the 
.404 for a paralyzing shock on very dangerous game. Send for the Jeffery 
Catalog of these remarkable rifles, exclusively our own importation. 
Inform yourself promptly as to our wonderful Combination Guns of Two, 
Three and Four barrels, exquisitely finished hand made arms all new to 
this country, the last named being the only gun of its kind in the world 
to-day. For feathered game, a full line of Shotguns. Sole Agents for 
King-Adolph Scope, instantly adjustable. 


FOR YOUR CLOTHES AND SHOES—the only absolutely complete 
assortment of outdoor apparel for Men, Women and Children designed 
by experts for every Woods necessity. The only place where a Woman 
can be sure of clothes that are right. Our Mail Order Measurement 
Blank ensures a perfect fit. 

FOR YOUR TENT—“Tanalite,” first. Waterproof, glareproof, light 
weight and small rolling. Balloon Silk or Duck, if you want it. The 
great assortment of fifty-six different shapes. 

FOR YOUR COOKING OUTFIT—“‘Aluminol” or “‘Armorsteel’’ every 
time. Light weight and hard to puncture. Complete cooking and table 
set for six persons nests into one pot only 11 inches each way. 

FOR YOUR FISHING KIT—every possible variety of Fresh and Salt 
Water equipment. 

FOR A PACK OUTFIT TO HOLD IT ALL—an unparalleled accumula- 
tion and practical working out of transportation ideas given us by the 
most famous big game hunters, and explorers in the world. 

LAST BUT NOT LEAST—a Camera, to picture the best time you ever 
had. Let us do your developing, printing and enlarging when you return. 


SEND YOUR NAME IN NOW FOR OUR NEW AND ELABORATE 
CATALOG, OUT ABOUT SEPTEMBER 15th. EVERY NECESSITY 
KNOWN TO THE SPORTSMAN DESCRIBED MINUTELY AND 
PICTURED EXACTLY AS IT APPEARS. EXTRA CARE GIVEN 
TO MAIL ORDER BUSINESS. OUR IRON CLAD GUARANTEE 
WITH EVERY ARTICLE. 


NO TRIP to New York is complete without a visit to this famous Store. 


Abercrombie & Fitch Co. 


THE GREATEST SPORTING GOODS STORE IN THE WORLD 


Established 1892 
53, 55, 57 WEST 36th STREET 


: Ezra H. Fitch, Pres. 
NEW YORK CITY 
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BROOK TROUT (Salvelinus fontinalis) 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters for Brook 


Trout, also complete Record of 19\1 Winners, see ANGLER’s AND SportsMAN’s GuipE, 1912. 
GRAND PRIZES—For Brook Trout caught with rod and FLY between April 1— 
October 1 


FIRST PRIZE: MILLER Record Trout Cup, specially designed with the winner’s natse and record of 
the fish engraved. Presented by WARREN H. MILLER, Editor of F1e_p anp Stream. 

a x PRIZE: One Standard Split Bamboo Fly Rod; One Beaverkill rubber and nickel single action 

fly Reel; One Intrinsic Double Taper Fly Line; One T. B. Fly Book with Pigskin Cover; One dozen 

yo &, quality Trout Flies; 3 Intrinsic Fly Leaders, all made by Wm. Mills & Son. Value $31. 50. 

THIRD PRIZE: One 9% ft. Fly Rod, 5% oz., made by Edward F. Payne. Value $25. 

FOURTH PRIZE: An order on David T. Abercrombie Co., for Abercrombie’s Unique Camping Equipment 
pected from their catalog to the Value of $20. 

FIFTH PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods selected from their catalog to the value of $10; 
also a Gillette Combination Shaving Set, with razor and case initialed. Total value $18. 

SIXTH PRIZE: One quart Janus Bottle and nickel- plated lunch box in wicker carrier with winner’s name 
and event engraved, made by Janus Vacuum Goods Co., also 2 live minnow tube baits, made by A. J. 
Baldwin. Total value $13.75. 


RAINBOW TROUT (Salmo irideus) 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters for Rainbow 
Trout, also complete Record of 1911 Winners, see ANGLER’s AND SportsMAN’s Guipe, 1912. 


GRAND PRIZES—For bigge est Rainbow Trout caught between April 15—October 15 

FIRST PRIZE: HELD gs * ainbow_ Trout Cup, with the winner’s name and record of the fish 
engraved, presented by Dr. R. Johnson Held, Anglers’ Club. Specially designed by The Art Work Shop. 

SECOND PRIZE Order on Abie & Imbrie for gglection from cata °8 to value of $10; also Redifor 
Rod & Reel Co.’s Model F Self Thumbing Reel; also one No. 2 axe, 2 gaffs, 2 trout nippers and 2 fish 
knives made by Marble Arms & Mfg. Co. Total value $27.50. 

THIRD PRIZE: One Pneumatic Mattress, made by Pneumatic Mfg. Co., as listed in their Catalog A.; 
also one Mansfield Fly Book, Alligator, made by Carlos G. Young. Total value, $22.50. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Standard Split Bamboo Fly Rod, made by Wm. Mills & Son, value $18, 

FIFTH PRIZE: Order on Icy Hot Bottle Co. for goods selected from their catalog to value of $10; also 
2 live minnow tube baits, made by A. J. Baldwin. Total $12. 

SIXTH PRIZE. Order on Jos. E. Pepper for baits and minnows selected from catalog to value of $10. 


BROWN TROUT 


GRAND PRIZES—For Brown Trout caught with rod and FLY between April 15— 
September 15 

For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters for Brown 
Trout, also complete Record of 1911 Winners, see ANGLER’S AND SPORTSMAN’S GUIDE, 1912. 

FIRST PRIZE: DARLING Record Brown ‘lrout Cup, with the winner’s name and record of the 
fish engraved, specially designed by The Art Work Shop, Buffalo, N. Y. 

SECOND PRIZE: Standard Library of Natural History, published by the University Society; also one 
Hawkeye Refrigerator Basket, made by the Burlington Basket Co. Total value $29.50. 

THIRD PRIZE: 7 x 9 double roof Silkoline Tent, made by Eberhardt & Co. Value $22 

FOURTH PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for $10 worth of goods selected from their catalog; 
also one 80-yd. Peerless Casting Reel, made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Total value $20. 

FIFTH PRIZE: An order on the New York Sporting Goods Co. for goods selected from catalog No. 53 
4 value of $10; also 1 Jarvis Fishing Coat, made by M. B. Jarvis Co., and 1 Barnes Folding Landing 

Net (Aluminum Frame), made by Carlos Gc. Young. Total value $16. 
SIXTH PRIZE: One pair Albion Wading Stockings, made by Wm. Mills & Son. Value $10. 


LAKE TROUT—TOGUE (Christivomer namaycush) 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters for Lake Trout, 
also complete Record of 1911 Winners, see ANGLER’S AND SporTSMAN’s GuIDE, 1912. 


GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Togue caught between April 1—October 1 

FIRST PRIZE: [Fierp anp Stream Record Lake Trout Cup, with the winner’s name and the record 
of the fish engraved, specially designed by The Art Work Shop. 

SECOND PRIZE: One No. 11 Bait Rod, agate guides and tip in leather case, made by Horton Mfg. Co.; 
also any articles to be selected from Price List of the Gem Shirt Co., to value of $10, and one pair of 
Grinnell Reindeer Mittens, made by Morrison Ricker Mfg. Co. Total value $22.75 

THIRD PRIZE: 10x12 Wall Tent, made by the Indianapolis Tent & Awning Co.; also one pair Lyman’s 
Bow Facing Rowing Gear and Qars, aoe by Lyman Gun Sight Corporation. Total value $20. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Man’s Hunter Jacket, made to measure by the Pachaquack Knitting Mills; also One 
Stockford Open Spool Casting Reel, made by Stockford Reel Co. Total value $13.50. 

FIFTH PRIZE: Boyd Revolving Seat and Shell Box, made by the Neanety Bros. Arms Co.; also 60-yd. 

eel, Agate Jewels, made by Enterprise Mfg. Co. Total value $12.60 

SIXTH PRIZE: $5.00 worth of Automatic Striker Spoon Baits, made by S. E. Knowles; also 1 No. 12 
Tackle Box with pockets for flies and snelled hooks, made by F. Cortez Wilson, and 2 live minnow 
tube baits, made by A. J. Baldwin. Total value $11.50. 


ATLANTIC SALMON (Salmo Salar) 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters ‘ei Atlantic 
Salmon, also complete Record of 1911 Winners, see ANGLER’s AND SporTSMAN’s GUIDE, 1912 


GRAND PRIZES—For the biggest Salmon caught between April 1—August 15 

FIRST PRIZE: Fierp anp Stream Record Salmon cop with the winner’s name and the record of the 
fish engraved, specially designed by The Art Work Shop. 

SECOND PRIZE: One Red Seal Vacuum Filled Salmon Line, 42 yds., and 2 Red Seal High Grade Salmon 
Leaders, 9 ft. long. made by Dame Stoddard Co.; also order on Angler’s Supply Co., for goods selected 
from catalog to value of $10. Total value $30. 

THIRD PRIZE: One English Salmon Fly Case, to hold 240 flies, made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co.; also 
order on Ahbey & Imbrie for goods ; Hg catalog to the be sage 9 of $10. Total value $22. 

rounes PRIZE: One Style D Atlas Dress Trunk or one Style A Auto Trunk at option of winner, made 
by the Belher Trunk & Bag Co. Va'ue $15. 

FIFTH PRIZE: Order on W. J. Cummins for selection from catalog to value of $10; also One Sports- 
man’s Thermos Lunch Kit, made by the American Thermos Bottle Co. Total value $15. 

SIXTH PRIZE: Fuietp anv Stream Silver Record Medal, winner’s name and record of fish engtaved. 


LIST OF PRIZES ON SECOND PAGE FOLLOWING 
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You had to help soften the beard by rubbing in the lather. 
Naturally, your rubbing brought the blood to the surface, 
opened the pores and made the skin very sensitive. That 
helped the free caustic to get in its work and made the skin 
doubly sensitive. Under these conditions any razor will feel 
as though it were pulling the hair out instead of cutting it. 


Mennen’s Shaving Cream 


dispenses with the “rubbing in,” as it ——- 
softens the beard while the lather is worked up 


on the face. Reduces jane | to two operations— 
lathering and shaving. One-third the time saved. 

























As it contains no free caustic, there is no smarting, 
and you get adelightful, cool shave. 


For sale everywhere 25 cents 
Sample Tube Free 


GERHARD MENNEN COMPANY 
NEWARK, N. J. 


~ _ We guarantee advertising on this page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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OUNANICHE, OR LAND LOCKED SALMON 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters for Land 
Locked Salmon, also complete Record of 1911 Winners, see ANGLER’S AND SpoRTSMAN'S GUIDE, 1912. 
GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Land Locked Salmon caught between April 1—Oct. 1 
FIRST PRIZE: BISPHAM Record Ounaniche Cup, with the winner's name and the record of the fish 

engraved. Presented by Chas. K. Bispham. Specially designed by The Art Work Shop. 

— PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods selected from their catalog to the value of $10; 
also One Spaulding Seamless Fibre Rod Case of size to suit winner, made by J. Spaulding & Sons Co.. 
and One Pint Janus Bottle and nickel-plated lunch box in wicker carrier, with winner’s name and 
event engraved, made by Janus Vacuum Goods Co. Total value $29. 

THIRD PRIZE: One Hunting Suit of Impervo waterproof cloth, made by E. A. Armstrong; also order on 
W. J. Cummins for selection from catalog to value of $10. Total value $22. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One High Grade Split Bamboo Trolling Rod, made by Dame Stoddard Co. Value $15. 

FIFTH PRIZE: Stockford Open Spool Casting Reel, made by Stockford Reel Co.; also pair of Dean 
Outdoor Glasses, to relieve eye strain, made by Reese & Reese. Total value $il. 

SIXTH PRIZE: Firip anp STREAM Silver Record Medal, winner’s name and record of fish engraved. 


BLACK BASS—SMALL MOUTH (Micropterus dolemieu) 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters for Small 
Mouth Black Bass, also complete Record of 1911 Winners, see ANGLER’s AND SporTSMAN’s GUIDE, 1912. 


GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Small Mouth Bass caught between June 1—October 30 

FIRST PRIZE: DAVIS Record Small Mouth Bass Cup, with the winner’s name and the record of the 
fish engraved. Presented by Robert H. Davis. Specially designed by The Art Work Shop. 

SECOND PRIZE: One No. 3 Jeweled Meek Reel, German Silver, capacity 80 yds., of No. 4 Kingfisher 
line, made by B. F. Meek & Sons. Value $32, 

THIRD PRIZE: Split Bamboo Tournament Bait Casting Rod, made by the Edw. Vom Hofe Co.; 
also order on W. J. Jamison for selection fron®catalog to value of $10. Total value $27. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Order on James Heddon & Son for either rods or minnows selected from catalog to 
value of $12.50; also Takapart Free Spool Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bro. Total value $18.50. 

FIFTH PRIZE: One two-piece Hopatcong Special Split ntee Bait Casting Rod, independent handle, 
agate guides and tip, made by Wm. Mills & Son. Value $15. 

SIXTH PRIZE: One Anti Back Lash Casting Reel and assortment of Bucktail Baits, to value of $2.50, 

made by South Bend Bait Co.; also 2 live minnow tube baits, made by A. J. Baldwin. Total, $12. 
SPECIAL HONOR PRIZES: For largest Smadl Mouth Bass caught with rod and FLY. Same dates. 
wo Redifor Combination Bass Fly and Bait Casting Rod, made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. 
alue q 

SECOND PRIZE. Redifor Tournament Reel (duplicate of Flegel’s, World’s Champion), made by Redifor 
Rod & Reel Co. Value $30. 

THIRD PRIZE: One Bray Pigskin Fly Book, holding 12 doz. flies, made by Dame Stoddard Co. Value 

$6. Also Silver Record Medal. Total value $11. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Nelson Sportsman’s Vest, made of English corduroy and leather, made by the 
L. A. Nelson Mfg. Co. Value $10. 


BLACK BASS—LARGE MOUTH (Micropterus salmoides) 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters for Large 
Mouth Black Bass, also complete Record of 1911 Winners, see ANGLER’S AND SpoRTSMAN’sS GUIDE, 1912. 


LARGE MOUTH BASS, NORTHERN DIVISION—NORTH OF MASON AND DIXON LINE. 


GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Large Mouth Bass caught between June 1—October 30 

FIRST PRIZE: WARNER Record Large Mouth Bass Cup, specially designed, with the winner’s name and 
the record of the fish engraved. Presented by E. F. Warner, Publisher of Fretp anp STREAM. 

BECOND PRIZE: One No. 2 Krupp Shot Gun, made by the Ithaca Gun Co. Value $70. 

——, PRIZE: An order on the Moonlight Bait Co. for goods selected from their catalog to the value 

f $10; also a No. 33 Bait Casting Rod, made by the Horton Mfg. Co. Total value $22. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Standard, two-piece, Split Bamboo Bait Casting Rod, fitted with agates, made by 
Wm. Mills & Son. Value $20. 

FIFTH PRIZE: Order on Hartung Bros. & Co, for selection from catalog to value of $10; also $5 worth 
of Autematic Striker Spoon Baits, made by S. E. Knowles. Total, $ \e 

SIXTH PRIZE: No. 14 Fly Rod, agate guide, in leather case, made by Horton Mfg. Co.; also Sportsman’s 
Thermos Lunch Kit, made by the American Thermos Bottle Co. otal value $15. 


LARGE MOUTH BASS—SOUTHERN DIVISION—SOUTH OF MASON AND DIXON LINE. 


GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Large Mouth Bass caught between April 1—October 30 
Tr PRIZE: ZANE GREY Record Large Mouth Bass Cup, with the winner’s name and the record 
f the fish engraved. Presented by Dr. Zane Grey. Specially designed by The Art Work Shop. 
SECOND PRIZE: Batavia Special Shot Gun, made by the Baker Gun & Forging Co.; also order on 

J. Jamison for goods to be selected from catalog to the value of $10. Total value $28. 

THIRD PRIZE: An order on James Heddon & Son for either rods or minnows to be selected from 

— to value of $12.50; also 2 dozen Van Vleck Forked Barb Black Bass Hooks, and $5 worth of 
Automatic Striker Spoon Baits, made by S. E. Knowles. Total value $19.50. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Redifor Model F Self Thumbing Reel, made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co.; also order for 
South Bend Anti Back Lash Casting Reel and $2.50 worth of Automatic Weedless Hooks to be 
selected from catalog; also Kraemer Pathfinder Compass, made by the U. S. Compass Co. Total, $18. 

ed PRIZE: 8 Champion Minnows and 8 Little Wonder Baits, by Clinton Wild Mfg. Co.; also order on 

Lockhart & Co. for White Wagtail Witch Baits selected from catalog to value of $5. Total, $16.20. 

SIXTH PRIZE: Order for one South Bend Anti Back Lash Reel, also an assortment of Bucktail Baits and 

Wooden Minnows to be selected from their catalog to the value of $2.50. Total value $10. 


PIKE (Esox Lucius) 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters for Pike, 

also complete Record of 1911 Winners, see ANGLER’S AND SpoRTSMAN’s GUIDE, 1912. 
GRAND PRIZES—For Pike caught between May 1—October 30 

FIRST PRIZE: One ercete takedown rifle, made by the Savage Arms Co. Value $25.00. 

SECOND PRIZE: One 7x7x7 George Shelter Tent, balloon silk, made by George Tent Co.; also one 
Veneer Suit Case, made by the National Veneer Products Co., and one pair _—— Gloves, venti- 
lated or unventilated, made by the Morrison Ricker Mfg. Co. Total value $20.10 

THIRD PRIZE: Order for one South Bend Anti Back Lash Casting Reel, an assortment of Bucktail 
Baits and Wooden Minnows to the value of $2.50; also an order on E, J. "Lockhart for White Wagtail 
Witch Baits selected from catalog to the value of $5.00, and $5.00 worth of Automatic Striker Spoon 
Baits, made by S. E. Knowles. Total value $20. 

LIST OF PRIZES ON SECOND PAGE FOLLOWING 
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Concentration of Purpose 
Not Spasmodic Improvements 


OT occasional, spasmodic change or improvement made 
the L. C. Smith gun what it is today—the gun with 
no shortcomings—not one. 
The concentration of the six men for 22 years has done it. 


The six Hunter Brothers keenly foresaw and held fast to one 
vital truth, i.e.: that any little shortcoming—seemingly but a 
trifle— in the field or blind, will offset all your skill, wipe out 
all your well laid plans, and spoil a whole trip. 

Concentration produced for the L. C. Smith gun a 


(Continued on following page.) 


Illustration shows our No. 2 
grade, price $63.75 net. 
With Automatic Ejeetor 
$75.00 net. With Auto- 
matic Ejector and Hunter 
One-Trigger, $100 net. 


L. C. SMITH GUNS 


HUNTER ARMS COMPANY, 73 Hubbard St.. FULTON, NEW YORK 








(Continucd from preceding fage.) 
firing pin of vanadium steel—an unbreakable pin—gas proof. 


Concentration produced a rotary clawing type of bolt, which 
takes up all wear in all directions by the double wedging of its 
double claws. The limit of breech bolting strength is attained 
by these claws entering the frame, after passing through the 
extension nb. 


And so on through the list, Concentration of Purpose has 
produced the gun with 


NO SHORTCOMINGS 


The Smith gun is “two guns in one,” bored to meet combined require- 
ments of field, blind and trap. Have your dealer show you the new Smith 
20 gauge — 20 gauge from butt to muzzle. Write today for catalog, showing 
grades from $25 net to $1500 list. ‘ 


Illustration shows our Mono- 
gram Grade. Price with 
Automatic Ejector $281.25 
net. With Hunter One- 
Triggerand Automatic Ejec- 
tor $306.25 net. 


L. C. SMITH GUNS 


HUNTER ARMS COMPANY. 73 Hubbard St.. FULTON, NEW YORK 
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The Sportsman Needs 


a cap that 
affords real 
protection 
and service 
under the 
hardest 
conditions. 










“Jones Waterproof Hunting Cap” 


Supplies this need as no other cap or hat can. Made of Red, 
Tan or Olive Green Khaki, also Grass Colored Corduroy; 
has rubberized lining, which makes it absolutely waterproof. 
Cap has Fur inside band to be pulled down over ears in cold 
weather. Outside rim also can be turned down, preventing 
water or snow running down back of neck. Thisis the best 
and most practical hunting cap ever made. 


Price $1.25 


See them at your dealer's. If he will not supply you we 
will send prepaid, on receipt of Express or P. O. Money 
Order. Mention size wanted and your dealer's name. 
Write for Booklet of Other Styles including 
Automobile and Fer Caps 
ST. JOSEPH 


JONES HAT COMPANY, iis'souri 


Det F 








New Idea in Tents 


Lightest, Most Practical, Most 
Compact Shelter Tent Ever Made 


George Shelter Tent 


PATENTED 

Endorsed by E d Men Everywh 
For every man who packs a 
tent. Light to carry, easy to 
put up, perfect shelter. No 
pole needed where there is a tree. No guy ropes to 
loosen in the rain. Up in one minute by one man 
power. No. 2 Balloon silk, water and mildew proof 
7x 7—T7 ft. high without sod cloth, weighs 43% Ibs. 
$9.00. No. 3 Balloon silk, water and mildew proof 
7x7—7 ft. high with 9 inch sod cloth, weighs 5% 
Ibs. $10.00. 
If your dealer can’t supply you write for free booklet 
THE GEORGE TENT CO., Saint Paul, Minn. 

















Just the Thing for Campers and Hunters 
Prevents Mildew, Doubles the 


=A life or service of the fabric, 


ae = does not stiffen the canvas, 
SPRICE= | and WATERPROOFS. . Any 


LI UID one can apply it with brush 
Q e. one Price on 
,. aterproofing is guaranteed. 
MATER PROOFING e- om covers aoout 100 
~FOR- square feet. If your nearest 


dealer cannot suppl ou, we 
TENTS. AWNINGSEIT] wit” “NN PPD? 


will. 
In %4-gallon cans, 25c. 
In 1-gallon cans, 85c. 
In 5-gallon cans 
(per gal.), 75¢ 








Price Fireproofing Co. 
POUGHKEEPSIE, N. Y. 


144 8S. Wabash Ave. 518 W. 47th St 
Chieago, Til. New York, N. ¥ 
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Always fresh and sweet 


When you have an out-of-door hunger and a real 
thirst, there’s nothing more delicious, nothing better 
for the ‘‘inner man” than a good drink of 


CARNATIO 
"MILK 


From Contented Cows 


—and when it comes to coffee, the “‘best ever” is 
made over a camp fire and poured upon a little Car- 
nation Milk. Hunting, fishing, camping, traveling, 
Carnation Milk is drink and food, always delicious. 

Carnation Milk is just the pure, rich milk of contented 
cows, with part of the water extracted by evaporation. Noth- 
ing has been added. It is handled and prepared with such 
care and skill that it is sent to the farthest corners of the earth 
and enjoyed, everywhere, in all the sweetness and fr ess 
with which it left the condensery. 


Any man can make these—try it yourself: 
Carnation Camping Biscuit 








Take 2 cups of flour; 4 even teaspoons baking powder; 4 tea- 
spoon salt. Sift all together (this could be measured and sifted 
before leaving home.) Put above flour mixture into a large 
bowl or , add 3 cup (4 can) Carnation Milk, stirring it in 


slowly, and using a knife. When well mixed, secant 4 cu 
of cold watcr. Sprinkle a little flour upon a sheet of tin ora 
flat hot stone. Dip up as much dough as can be taken up ona 
poon, and drop it on the baking sheet. Pat each biscuita 
little, on top, to flatten into shape. Turn the pan down over 
them, to hold in the heat. When well risen, in about 15 min- 
utes, turn them, to brown on other side. Eat them with Car- 
nation coffee and a little jam—and your fresh fish, ora bit 


: You wil be proud of your achievement and everyone will be 
delighted with the smacking goodness of the satisfying meal. 
Figure it out—you can’t afford to be without Carnation 
Milk on your trip. 
FREE BOOK—containing recipes for using Carnation 
Milk to make more delicious all dishes in which milk 
is used. Your address on a postal brings it. 
Order a case of CARNATION MILK—the Modern Milkman 
for the outing trip. 


Tall Can 10c—Baby Size 5c—At Your Grocer’s 


Pacific Coast Condensed Milk Co. 


General Offices, SEATTLE, U. S. A. 











c We guarantee advertising on this page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 








576 $2000. 00 PRIZE FISHING CONTEST _ 








FOURTH PRIZE: Man’s Hurter Jacket, made to measure by the Pachaquack Knitting Mills; also one 
Ms ang pall Automatic Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bro., and an order on E. J. Lockhart for 
White veg ztail Witch Baits selected from catalog to the value of $5. Total value $16.00. 
vo = PRIZE: 8 Champion Minnows and 8 Little Wonder Baits, made by the Clinton Wild Mfg. Co.; 
so 1 No. 6 Kraemer Pathfinder Compass, made by the U. S. Compass Co. Total value $13.20. 
sIxiE PRIZE: 5%4 dozen assorted sizes and styles of Mayer Double Guard Weedless Hooks and Flies 
and Mayer Weedless Treble Hooks, made by F. B. Granger. Value $10.05. 


MUSCALLONGE (Esox Nobilior) 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters for Muscallonge, 
also complete Record of 1911 Winners, see ANGLER'S AND SporTSMAN’s GuipbE, 1912 
GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Muscallonge caught between May 1—October 30 

FIRST PRIZE: FIELD ANI) STREAM Record Musca longe Cup, with the winner’s name and the record 
of the fish engraved, specially designed by The Art Work Shop. 

SECOND PRIZE: An order on David T. Abercrombie Co. for Camping Equipment manufactured by firm 
selected from catalog to the value of $20; also an order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods to be selected 
from their catalog to the value of $10. Total value $30. 

THIRD PRIZE: 1 Auto Trunk, made by the National Veneer Products Co.; and order on W. J. 
Jamison for goods to be selected from catalog to the value of $10. Total value $22. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Redifor Tournament Bait Casting Rod, duplicate of Flegel’s (World’s Champion), 
made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Value $20. 

FIFTH PRIZE: Order on John J. Hildebrandt & Co. for Hildebrandt Spinners selected from catalog to 
the value of $10, and live minnow tube bait, made by A. J. Baldwin. Total value $11. 

SIXTH PRIZE: One Leslie Safety Razor, made by the Leslie Mfg. Co.; also one Sportsman’s Thermos 
Lunch Kit, made by the American Thermos Bottle Co. Total value §$10, 


JUVENILE CLASS (Under 15 years) 


GRAND PRIZES—For largest Fresh Water Game Fish of its species caught between 
April 1—October 30 

FIRST PRIZE: Batavia Automatic Rifle, .22 cal., made by the Baker Gun & Format. om also Redifor 
Model F Self Thumbing Reel, made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Total value $18.75. 

SECOND PRIZE: One Junior Reflex Camera, made by the Reflex Camera Co.; also one No. 1 Kraemer 
Pathfinder Compass, made by the U. S. Compass Co. Total value $14.25. 

THIRD PRIZE: Choice between a Duxback Hunting Coat or a Norfolk Fishing Jacket, made by Bird 
nes & Kenyon; also No. 2 Kraemer Pathfinder Compass, made by the U. S. Compass Co., and 2 pairs 
of Sure Step Creepers, made by the Norlund Mfg. Co. Total value $8.45. 

FOURTH PRIZE: A. F. Meisselbach & Bro. Tri-Part Reel; also 2 pairs Sure Step Creepers, made by 
Norlund Mfg. Co., and one No. 5 Kraemer Pathfinder Compass, ‘of U. S. Compass Co, Total $6.20. 


Salt Water Game Fish 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, as well as the best fishing waters for the following 
salt water game fish, also complete Record of 1911 Winners, see ANGLER’s AND SPORTSMEN’S GUIDE, 1912. 


BLUEFISH (Pometomus saltatrix) 


GRAND PRIZES—For Bluefish caught between May 1—October 30 

FIRST PRIZE: One Surbrug Best Make Briar Root Pipe, made by the Surbrug Co.; one Alaska Hunt 
ing Jacket, made by George F. Webber; one of Wulff’s Famous Gaff Hooks, and one No. 5 Kraemer 
Pathfinder Compass, made by the U. S. Compass Co. Total value $13.25. 

SECOND PRIZE: Order on the Carborundum Co. for go ods selected from their catalog to value of $10; 
also one of Wulff’s Famous Gaff Hooks, made by the Wulff Mfg. Co. Total value $12.25. 

THIRD PRIZE: Invincible Greenheart Rod, full German Silver mounted; one-piece and independent 
butt, made by the Edw. Vom Hofe Co.; one of Wulff’s Famous Gaff Hooks, and one No. 4 kraemer 
Pathfinder Compass, made by the U. S. Compass Co. Total value $12.25. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Choice between a Duxback Hunting Coat or a Norfolk Fishing Jacket, made by Bird, 
Jones & Kenyon, also one of Wulff’s Famous Gaff Hooks, made by the Wulff Mfg. Co., and one 
Twinplex Razor Stropper, made by the Twinplex Sales Co. Total value $11. 


WEAKFISH (Cynoscion regalis) 


GRAND PRIZES—For biggest Weakfish caught between May 1—October 30 

ae «-! PRIZE: One Pocket Pool Kit, comtstaing. 18 articles, made by R dward Zinn; also one Hunting 
Coat, made any size, made by the Mead Mfg. Co. Total value $14.5 

SECOND PRIZE: Four p aon of Arcadia Smo ules Tobacco and Su mat Briar Root Pipe, made by the 
Surbrug Co.; also No. 4 Kraemer Pathfinder Compass of the U. S. ( ompass Co, Total value $14. 

THIRD PRIZE: An order on the David T. Abercrombie Co. for Abercrombie’s Unique Camping Equip- 
ment to be selected from their catalog to the value of $10; also one No, 3 Kraemer Pathfinder Compass, 
made by the U. S. Compass Co. Total value $12, 

FOURTH PRIZE: te Greenheart Rod, German Silver mounted, one-piece, independent butt, made 
by Edw. Vom Hofe Co.; also No. 2 Kraemer Pathfinder Compass, of the U.S. Compass Co. Value $10.25. 


STRIPED BASS (Roccus lineatus) 


GRAND PRIZES—For Striped Bass caught between May 1—October 30 
With Rod consisting of butt and tip. Tip not less than 5 ft. 6 in. and not to exceed 13 oz. Line not to 
exceed standard 15 thread. 
FIRST PRIZE: GILL Record Striped Bass Cup, with the winner’s name and the record of the fish 
engraved. Presented by E. M. Gill, Anglers’ Club. Specially designed by The Art Work Shop. 
SECOND PRIZE: Geneva Superior Binocular Field Glass, made by Geneva Optical Co. Value $15. 
THIRD PRIZE: One hand-made Greenheart Rod, full German Silver mounted, one-piece and spring butt, 
made by the Edw. Vom Hofe Co. Value $13. 
a PRIZE: Order on Abbey & Imbrie for selection from catalog to value of $10; also one No. 3 
Kraemer Pathfinder Compass, made hy the U. S. Compass Co. Total value $12. 
—— PRIZE: Redifor Model F Self Thumbing Reel, made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co.; also Fiztp ano 
REAM cook Silver Medal, winner’s name and record of fish engraved. Total value $11. 
SIXTH PRIZE: Fierp ann Stream Silver Record Medal, winner’s name and record of fish engraved. 


CHANNEL BASS (Sciaena ocellata) 4 


GRAND PRIZES for biggest Channel Bass caught between April 1—October 30 
Bod consisting of a butt and tip, tip not shorter than 5 ft. 6 in., and to weigh not more than 13 oz.; 
line not to exceed standard 18 thread, 
FIRST PRIZE: RICE Record Channel Bass Cup, with the winner’s name and the record of the fish 
engraved. Presented by E. B. Rice, Anglers’ Club. Specially designed by The Art Work \Shop. 


LIST OF PRIZES ON SECOND PAGE FOLLOWING 
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ELL!—'Member the last time you started hunting? Said lots of 
things that wouldn't look good in print, didn’t you ? 


"Member the wire you got from Jack—“Hurry up, ducks coming in”—'’member how 
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“Take Home > 
a Bigger Catch » 
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Bait with lively minnows—the fish will - 
bite better,and you'llhaveabiggercatch ~ 
to take home with you than if your J! 
minnows are dead. ‘ 
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fe MINNOW BUCKETS i 


keep your minnows strong and live- ij 
ly. Made in many styles—with gal- (& 


vanized insets—sunk ice pan in : 
top—hinged, self-locking, per- — 
Wij, | forated tops. Strong, handy, = 


y) ongy t to clean and durable. oa a 
V4. our dealer hasn’t Cream Li 
cit Minnow Buckets—write 
Us for prices and free catalog @ 
/ ij /.. On fishing tackle—but take 4 
no substitute for Cream City. 


Geuder, Pocgshie & 
rey Co. 
104 St. Paul Avenue 
(84) Muiwaukee, U. 8. A. 


K & oe, ‘ 
4 


qEESEE 





you wanted to get away at three 
next morning without disturbing the 
family, knew just where everything 
was, only when you went to get 
them they weren't there! Forgot 
how you ransacked the house try- 
ing to find your gun, knew your 
coat was hanging in the attic, but 


somebody had been cleaning house 
and D if you could find that 


—well, you finally succeeded in waking 
up the family, only to realize you had 
missed your train, and couldn't get away 


until 6.15. 
Well! 


*Member what you said "bout putting “em 
under lock and bey? Made a resolution, 
didn’t you? Said you were sure going to 
buy something. 
But Have You? 

One of our Gun and Tackle Cabinets will 
eliminate all this trouble. Let us send you 
our catalog, showing several beautiful de- 
signs. 


Ritchie-Wertz Co., Dayton, Ohio 

















Don’t Go Hunting 


without making sure of your foot comfort— 
that’s absolutely essential to your pleasure. 
By sending for “Outdoor Footwear and F oot- 
care” you ll know how to protect your feet— 
how to select outdoor boots and shoepai 
“comfortable as a carpet slipper.” 


Hunting Boots, Shoepacks, 
Street and Golf Shoes and 
Sporting Footwear of all Kinds 


Be sure to know of our new construction, 
absolutely in a class by itself for comfort, 
waterproofness and wear resistance. Learn 
why professional guides and trappers prefer 
“NIAGARA” 
waterproof soles and 
‘*‘NIAGARA. 
Grain” Elk or Calf. 
skin uppers. 


A unique book, illustrated 
wi otos in colors will 
e yan Sn pee Rom A 

now for free t 
A i pian a - alog E—be fore you forget. 
$4.00; 


jes $2.5 
Ho phe win $2.9; Battalo Shoe Co. 
Dealers write! Buffalo, N. Y. 
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SECOND PRIZE: Hand-made, Salt Water Split Bamboo Rod, made by John F. Seger. Value $25. 

THIRD PRIZE: One hand-made Greenheart Rod, full German Silver mounted, one-piece and spring butt, 
made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $13. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Four boxes of 100 MILO cigarettes, made by Surburg Co. Value $10. 

FIFTH PRIZE: Order on Angler's Supply Co., for goods selected from catalog. Value $10. 

SIXTH PRIZE: Fietp anp StREAM Silver Record Medal, winner’s name and record of fish engraved. 


TUNA (Orcynus thynnus)—Atlantic Coast Division 


GRAND PRIZES—For largest Tuna caught on Atlantic Coast, January 1, 1912—1913 


FIRST PRIZE: ALEXANDER Record Tuna Cup, with the winner’s name and the record of the fish 
engraved, presented by Fred. B. Alexander. Specially designed by The Art Work Shop. 

SECOND PRIZE: An order on Schoverling, Daly & Gales for fishing tackle to be selected from their 
catalog to the value of $10; also one Spaulding Seamless Fibre Rod Case, size to suit the winner, made 
by J. Seeding & Sons Co. Total value $20 

THIRD PRIZE: % doz. Life Preserver Pillows, or made-to-order boat cushions to value of $9.00, made 
by R. L. Kenyon Co.; also Sportsman’s Thermos Lunch Kit, made by American Thermos Bottle Co. 
Total value $14. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Order on Abbey & Imbrie for selection from their catalog to value of $10. 

SPECIAL HONOR PRIZE—l'or exceeding Mr. J. K. L. Ross’s record of 680 lbs.—One Special Tuna 
Reel, size 9/0, made by the Edw. Vom Hofe Co. Value $65.00. 


TUNA—Pacific Coast Division 


GRAND PRIZES—For largest Tuna caught on the Pacific Coast, Jan. 1, 1912—1913 


Rod consisting of a butt and tip, and not shorter than 6 feet 9 in.; tip not less than 5 ft, and to weigh 

not more than 16 oz.; line not to exceed standard 24 thread. 

FIRST PRIZE: HOLDER Record Tuna Cm, specially designed with the winner’s name and the record of 
the fish engraved. Presented by Chas. Frederick Holder, founder of Tuna Club. 

SECOND PRIZE: Pint Janus Bottle and nickel plated lunch box in wicker carriage with winner’s name and 
event engraved, made by Janus Vacuum Goods Co.; also an order on W. J. Cummins for goods selected 
from catalog to value of $10. Total value $20. 

THIRD PRIZE: 1 doz. Van Vleck Forked Barb Hooks, made by Van Vleck Hook _Co., also order on 
Abbey & Imbrie for goods to be selected from their catalog to the value of $10. Total $15. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Fireip anp Stream Silver Record Medal, winner’s name and record of fish engraved. 

SPECIAL HONOR PRIZE—J or exceeding Tuna Club record for a Tuna weighing more than 251 Ibs., 
One Split Bamboo Rod, made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $25.00. A 

SPECIAL HONOR PRIZE—For largest Tuna taken on 3-6 tackle, either on Atlantic or Pacific Coast. Solid 
Silver Medal with the name of winner and record of fish engraved, made by William C. Dorrety. 


TARPON (Megalops Atlanticus) 
GRAND PRIZES—For largest Tarpon caught between Jan. 1, 1912, and Jan. 1, 1913 


Rod consisting of a tip not shorter than 5 ft. and to weigh not more than 6 oz.; line not to exceed 
standard No. 9 thread. 


FIRST PRIZE: DILG Record Tarpon Cup, specially designed with the winner’s name and the record of 
the fish engraved. Presented by Will. H. Dilg. Specially designed by The Art Work Shop. 

SECOND PRIZE: 1 doz. Improved Van Vleck Forked Barb Tarpon Hooks mounted, made by the Van 
Vleck Hook Co., also one No. 26 Tarpon Rod, cork handle, made by the Horton Mfg. Co. Total $19. 

THIRD PRIZE: Greenheart hand-made Tarpon Rod, German Silver mounted, made by Edw. Vom Hofe 
& Co. Value $12.50. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Order on Abbey & Imbrie for selection from their catalog to value of $10. 

SPECIAL HONOR PRIZE—For largest Tarpon taken on 3-6 tackle. Solid Gold Medal with winner’s 
name and record of the fish engraved, made by William C. Dorrety. Value $12.00. 


It is impossible, with the number of prizes and limited space, to give the 
proper description and illustration of these valuable prizes. By writing the manu- = 


facturers represented, a complete catalogue will be sent showing full description of 
any prize in which you are interested. 


AFFIDAVIT 
I hereby swear to statement below made and signed by me before two witnesses and a 
notary public. 
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Its aromatic delicacy will surprise you. 
It is the most perfect blend of tobacco you ever put in your pipe—the highest 
class—it stands by itself, the KING of mixtures. 

A tobacco that your women folks will like to have you smoke at home. 

You may never have known the luxury of a pipe smoke before. 














THE SURBRUG CO., 204 ennai New York | 






Send 10 Cents for sample which will convince. 
























Old fashioned silver 
cups with * ‘Gingerbread” 
designs are fast losing 
favor with people who 
give and win trophies. 


We make trophies and 
prizes that exhale the 
very atmosphere of the 
sports and contests which 
they represent. 


If the cup be for sail- 
ing —canoeing—golf —or 
track athletics, the motif 
of design will be such as 
to double its value to 
devotees of these sports. 


One reason why our 
trophies enjoy this dis- 
tinction is the fact that 
they are all designed and 
executed by Signor Mar- 
chitelli, one of the best 
known and most talented 
artists producing work of 
this kind. 











Is there a Sportsman who wouldn’t own this—or one who would 
rather have an old — cup foctens of this truly artistic trophy ? 















We are making the 
cups for “Field and 
Stream’s” great $2,000 
Prize Fishing Contest for 
1912. 


They will be on exhi- 
bition in the leading 
sporting goods stores 
throughout the country. 
It will pay you to see 
them if you have an op- 
portunity. 
































In writing state what 
kind of a trophy you 
want—we ll be glad to 
submit ideas and sketches. 


The Art 
Work Shop 


69 Huron Street 
Buffalo, N. Y. 
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“HE greatest triumph of 
modern ammunition mak- 
ing has been scored in Peters Steel Re- 
inforced Shot-Gun Shells. Peters Shells 

. hold the World’s Record, 99 out of 100 
from 20 yards which won the 1911 Grand 

ee American Handicap. 

For this year’s hunt insist on Peters Steel Reinforced Shells—reinforced in the head and rim 
—‘‘steel where steel belongs’’. They are superior to any others, afford protection to the user and 


shoot perfectly in ANY good gun. Ask YOUR Deacer, Accept no substitute. Should he not 
happen to have them, he will get them at your request. 


Illustrate -d booklet, describing Peters Steel Reinforced Shells and “‘Sports- 
men’s Handy Book” with 1912 Game Laws—FREE. Write for them. 


THE PETERS CARTRIDGE COMPANY, CINCINNATI, U. S. A. 


BRANCHES :; NEW YORK NEW ORLEANS SAN FRANCISCO 
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MAUSER 


|| Autoloadin > 
Hand Made ——— |] Pocket Pistol Cal. 25 


And hand-loaded shells are almost invariably use d Most powerful pocket pistol made. Mauser 
by expert target shooters. These clean-cut bullets 7.63 m/m with detachable stozk which 
= career powder charges give better results forms a holster, ideal for game hunting. 
than factory ammunition. j 

SEND FOR CATALOG 
Why don’t you reload your shells?) 9 ‘There’s lots of le A f ll ine M . 
enjoyment in this work; you do better shooting than Sole Agent for all genuine Mauser Arms 


with factory cartridges; you shoot twice as much at H. Tauscher, 322 B’way, New York 


ess expense, 


















Doesit pay? You can 
foeasD 


reload 100 .32-40 smoke- 
MAND BOOK 
ceases mmeconaries 


ar less short range cart- t Sontsine Will Not 
, -N cm ridges (buying the bul- ‘ 
= “- lets) in half an hour at fn at, i 
= : a total expense of 77c.; 
; - THE 
cas ting the bullets your y 5 . 
Free / 22220 [ self, 8c.; the new fac- sa SPORTSMANS FRIEND 







enooTers. 
tory cartridges cost you 





. $2.52 per 100. << A Guarantee Against Rust 
We furnish moulds and hand-cast bullets in’ sur- e The best gun oil ever known. 
prising variety flat point an nd square nose bullets Cleanesttocarry. Absolutely odor- 
to cut full clean ho in tat os irp point, round less. All sporting goods an 
and hollow point bl Nets hol base, square base hardware a ey arge bot- 
or gas- he “9 base = ts—bu ile ts for all require- f tle (cheaper to buy) 25c.; trial 
ments. For 3 stam stage we mail the Ideal We : size, 10c. Don't wait unti 
Hand Book which te ie ers ut all bullets, powder Ye your old bottle of some 
measures, loading and reloading of rifle, pistol and other make is used up, but, 


shotgun shells, 160 pages. Send for it doday. throw that away and buy 


The Marlin Frrearms ©, \ yee WM. F. NYE 


3 Willow Street, New Haven, Conn. Wintat New Bedford, Mass. 














All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 
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fy It D r O p S i ~ A 
the Game 


CERTI FICATE 
RE you sensitive about taking home as big a string \ 
of birds as any in your party? Are you concerned \\ \ 
about the number of clays you smashat thetraps? If 
you want to be proud of your record—shoot a Fox. 





No matter who sits in the boat or tramps the woods Be 
a os or fields beside you, he’ll carry no better gun than 
' your Fox. When a world-known ex-president and big 
game hunter says “There's no better gun made,” be 

certain that zs is no snap judgment. You're in good 
company when you carry a \ \\ 


—— 


a7z 

— 
—— 
== 





, “The Finest Gun tn the World” 


We're just as eager for the good performance of a Fox as you, 
That’s why we're so serious and painstaking in every detail of 
manufacture. It would surprise you to see how we insist that N 
every particular operation shall be safe-guarded by constant \\ 
\ WN inspection and re-inspection; that every gun shall measure up \\\N 
\ \\ to our inflexible standard before it passes to our dealers. \ \\ 


\ \\\ 
\\ \\ Zag Protection—Tied to each Gun is your protection; a cer- \\ 
tificate written in ink by our tester recording how that particular 
gun acted. That gun will do for you exactly as stated. We 
\ guarantee it. Handle a Fox at yourdealer’s. Test its shooting 
\ qualities in your own hands. We’re not afraid of the result of Z 
(Se bY) your test. If dealers have none—write us. Art catalog free. : 


A. H. Fox Gun Company 
4658 NorTH 18TH STREET PHILADELPHIA 








We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 











. 





20A ADVERTISING DIRECTORY 


is the first essential of the Sportsman. 
COMFOR Your feet have to stand the hardest 
knocks. Protect them with WITCH- 
ELK BOOTS. ee 
The lightest and easiest boot on the market. Made 

in all heights for Ladies and Gentlemen. 
Ask your Dealer to order a pair or write for Catalog “F” | 

WE MAKE A STRONG LINE OF GOLF, TENNIS AND YACHTING SHOES 


WITCHELL-SHEILL COMPANY, Detroit, Michigan 


























Manufacturers 


SPORTING AND ATHLETIC FOOTWEAR 














ay - HUNTING TOGS: 


RE MADE for the modern sportsman—the fellow To hook the saucy chump.” 
A who demands both comfort and convenience. 

*“Shed-Rain”’ Togs are made of our special’ Shed- 
Rain”’ Cloth and are guaranteed rain-proof. 
Our Hunting Coat is especially popular with sports- 
men, because the fabric is soft and dressy, 
neatly finished and well ventilated. Three 
large game pockets distribute the weight 
evenly on all sides. Watch, tackle and 





ammunition pockets, wide corduroy 
storm collar and other exclusive 


features of the Most of the expert fishermen use IT 
Trade Liicih 
a DECKER BAITS 


timers wh c ot be 


° 
Hunting Coat. duced to ee ut live ‘belt are now suc- 
cessfully ising can. Their correct lines and 
with which they spin appeal to the 

g ies. In comp “titic m with all of the 
aits in the market, the Decker won the first and 


are fully explained in t 
booklet which is yours k 
for the asking. It al- b 
f< 
( 





n 


so shows full line of 































































“*Shed-Rain”” Hunting ‘om th ‘Send el € aay of ae Sade: 
‘Fogs a a and read ‘Hints on Castings” by Ans. B. 
ego Duting Togs Decker, the famous Guide. Mention your Tackle 
or men and women. Sesh wet, esa 
If your dealer can’tsup- Lh ene 
ply you, we will ship by | 
express prepaid. $4.50 | 
for Coat, $2.75 for | 
Pants, etc. Be sure to ast DECKER BAIT COMPANY 
sethpadpneges 45-C Willoughby Street 
MEAD MFG. CO. ] ry > 
Dept. A, Burlington, Vt. BROOKLYN NEW YORK CITY Colt’ 
dn 
a, _ is | 
* gl > ” 
You want the best gun for ANS ‘* THE GUN THAT BLOCKS THE SEARS N 
the least money. One of ‘ : 
the nine grades of 
Bar tS Guns ae 
will meet your Tan 
requirements. qa 
fa 
~, q 
Ask For Our Large Catalogue j 
N. R. DAVIS & SONS 
Lock Box 700 Assonet, Mass., U. S. A. ST. 
All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A We g 



































lor unexpected game, 


that’s safe and accurate 


fifty-six years. 
It’s safe—it can’t be 


“Trust this gun” 


dred emergencies in woods and field, you need a revolver 


It’s accurate—the perfect alignment of cylinder and bar- 
rel insures straight shooting. 
use the Smith & Wesson. 


Smith & Wesson 


FOR 56 YEARS MANUFACTURERS OF SUPERIOR REVOLVERS 


451 Stockbridge St., Springfield, Mass. 
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° " Woodsmen prefer 
for sudden danger, for a hun- ithe 3s datibre 
SMitH & WEsson 
his arm and our 


full line is fully 


The Smith & Wesson is both—it has been made so for described in our 


free |} voklet The 
: , Revolver.” Send 
accidentally discharged. for 


Crack shots of all countries 
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For Fall Shooting 


ss your rifle is fitted 





ipment isn 












" complete un 
im Silencer. n 


bles the pleasure 








o trip. 

Mad ll calibres with cou iplings tc f ifle. Ask 
any sf f ods or hard iware dealer to show you one; or 
write us make and calibre of your rifle and we will send full 


information. Give dealer's name. 
Ask for our interesting free catalog. 
MAXIM SILENT FIREARMS CO. 
Colt’s Armory Hartford, Conn. 


Insist on Silencer equipment when ordering your mew rifle 


NEWFOUNDLAND 


A Country of Fish and Game 


A Paradise for the Camper and Angler 
Ideal Canve Trips 

















@ The Country traversed by the Reid Newfound- 
land Company’ sS system is exceedingly rich in all 
kinds of fish and game. 

q All along the route of the Railway are streams 
famous for their SALMON and TROUT fishing, 
some of which have a world wide reputation. 

q iatenenidies cheerfully given upon application to 


J. W. N. JOHNSTONE, General Passenger Agent 





REID NEWFOUNDLAND COMPANY 
NEWFOUNDLAND 


ST. JOHN’S 

















Get them both 
with the 


LEFEVER 


SINGLE TRIGGER 





ki 
] 
y 1 
can be or led. 
With the LEFEVER you 
can hurry all you like with- 
ut danger of firing both 
arrels at once. you c 
fire left first or ri 
No lost motion whet 
touches the trigger. The 
movement of the trigger 
after release from first pull is only . 
inch, and it never balks—the second barre 
fires when the trigger is pulled the 
You need that fraction of a second advantage and 
you can alw ays count on having a second shot. 
Try the LEFEVER Single Trigger—20 Gauge 
this fall. 


Write today for Free Catalog of 


LEFEVER SHOT GUNS 


LEFEVER ARMS COMPANY 
500 MALTBIE ST. § SYRACUSE, N. Y. 
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Accurate, 
4 uicke 
handling, de- 
pendable—big 
game falls ready 
prey to its tre- 
mendous shocking 
and killing power. 
Its Smokeless 
Steel barrel,rifled 
deep after the 
famous Ballard 
system, is built 
especially to with- 
ag Peseetanes 
use o ower 
be he swith 
jacketed bullets. 
No opening at top— 
a thick wall of solid 
steel stands between 
cartridge chamber and 
shooter's face. Rain, 
sleet and foreign matter 
cannot enter action. 


Side-ejecting—the empty shell never spoils 
the aim of a quick repeat-shot. Handsomely 
finished and perfectly balanced. 

Send 3c postage for new 
catalog showing complete 
line of W@arlin age 
ers, rifles and shotgun’ 


3 Willow : St. 
The Marlin Firearms Co., New Haven, Ct. 





PICTURED IN NATURAL COLORS | 


“GAME BIRDS” is the only book, regardless of size or 
price, that describes and shows in color all our game birds. 
The plates are made by the very BEST PROCESS, by 
the very BEST ENGRAVERS from accurate water color 
paintings of Chester A. Reed, B.S., whose books on 
Nature Subjects are standard and have had much larger 
sale than any others. 
SPORTSMEN This book will identify any game bird 
vou see or kill and will also show you 
just what game brother sportsmen in other parts of the 
country are getting. 

Finely printed on heavy paper; bound in an unique re- 
production of snake skin leather; neatly boxed. You nee d 
it yourself and it will make an ideal gift book for your 
friends. Order quickly as this large first edition will soon 
be exhausted. ONLY 65c.; postpaid. 


Illustrated booklet (in colors) FREE on request 
CHAS, K. REED, 4 Chadwick Bldg., Worcester, Mass, 





F or Those 


CANVAS : 
REPAIRS = 


Add to 
YOUR KIT 


The Only Perfect Leather, Canvas, Cloth and Wood 


CEMENT 


THE LIQUID GLUE WITH THE GIANT GRIP 
Ready for Instant Use, Flexible, Tough, Water and Oil Proof 
REPAIRS PERMANENTLY 





AMBROID will repair anything at any time. 
Not affected by weather. An pe Be necessity to 
the Sportsman. Use it in your home. 

If you can’t get AMBROID at your dealers, send us his name 


and 25c. or 50c. for 2 or 4 oz. can. Our interesting circular 
“* Mends Everything but a Broken Heart"’ sent free on request. 


| AMBROID Co. Sonn ger nw 
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and all of the other outdoor pastimes are interestingly 
told about in our complete Sporting Goods Catalogue. 
We want you to have a copy of this splendid 448-page 
hook so that you may see all there is new in the out 
door sporting line. The book will convince you that 
we should have been friends long ago. 


H. H. MICHAELSON, 912 Broadway, Brooklyn, N.Y. City 





paue CATALOGUE FREE ros, 








The Amateur Championship of America, by 
yard mark; score 192x200. 


18 yard mark, score 198x200. 


ing 550x600 targets shot at. 








At SprINGFIELD, ILL., June 17-22, 1912. 


THE OLD RELIABLE PARKER GUN 


Won The Following Important Events=—More Than Any Other Two Guns Combined. 


E. W. Varner, of Adams, Neb., from the 18 


The Professional Championship at doubles, by Fred Gilbert, of Spirit Lake, Ia.. from the 
16 yard mark, score 84x100. Mr. Gilbert shot off three ties, and finally won the event. 
The Professional Championship at singles, by 


W. R. Crosby, of O'Fallon, Ill., from the 


Gilbert and Crosby tied for High General Average for the four days shooting, each break- 
IT TAKES A GOOD MAN AND A GOOD GUN TO MAKE SUCH SCORES. 

A Word To The Wise Is Sufficient!!! Send for Catalogue. 

N. Y. Salesrooms, 32 Warren St PARKER BROS. Meriden, Conn. 
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The Only All- Purpose gad 


You can “draw a 
bead” in dim dawn, hazy 
brush, dazzling sun or Py 
jacklight’s flare, with = 
Marble’s wondrous new — 
universal sig ht —‘fine 
and coarse’ in one com- 
pact unit. Makes snap- 
shots sure shots. The 
front sight you've 
coveteu is 


MARBLES 
DUPLEX SIGHT 


Suits every rifle’s every use. The Me in. Gold 
Bead is for target practice and game in ordinary 
light and onsnow. The 4% in. white enamel bead 
is for all game in dubious light. It snaps down 
ata touch flat and flush, and will always re- 
tain its snowy brilliancy. Supreme device 
to make every shot a center-shot ! 


Two Sights In One 
And Each Perfect 


The problem of generations is solved at last, both 





COARSE BEAD UP 


COARSE BEAD FOLDED 
















as to construction of sight and white bead. Get 
one of your dealer or direct, $1.50. Made for Win. 
1894; 25-35, 30-30 and 32 WS,; Marlin 1893 (state 


caliber); Savage, 1899, except 38-55, 
This great ammunition-saver and game-getter 
is only one of peut Ingenuities-60 of Them! 
See them at your dealer's, including renown- 
ed Game-Gett Gung Safety Axe and others of 
Mi: arble’s Sporting Spec ialties. Marble’s Flexible 
Rear Sight is alwaysin position when wanted—kept 
so by a double acting spring. aS an be locked down. 
Ask tor C atalog and Folders: oa Sights vs. Open 
Sights” and “Letters From Users’ 104 


MARBLE ARMS & MFG. CO. 
525 Delta Ave., GLADSTONE, MICH. 
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Never-Leak 
The Boot that Lange | | 


£ that 
| | ! you want or 
Le could get ina 
)] sportsman’s boot — 
comfort, wear, ease, protec- | 
tion, good looks and good | 
fit, you will find brought to | 
its highest power in this 
“‘Never Leak’”’ of Russell’s. 
It’s built for business and 
guaranteed to fill the bill or 
you get your money back. | 


16 inch, like cut, extra select | 
tan chrome cowhide, highest TL 
















grade a, hobbed 


- ok or smoo th Ll, 

that $ 6 : H f w.c. 
a gs Russell 
Line «PP Moccasin(o. 
in factory A 8erlin, 


Wis 








isn't the 
business 
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Next time you carry 
your gun, chuck your 
belt fullofR.H. You’ll 
find it easy on your 
shoulder, but hard on 
the game. 


ROBIN Hoop, 
AMMUNITION 


drives faster, shoots straighter 
and kills further because R. H. 
smokeless powders eliminate the 
**kick’? and wasted force. In- 
stead of a big explosion at the 
breech of the gun, R. H. burns 
progressively all along the barrel, 
producing greatest velocity as 
the load leaves the gun. 


Buy from your local dealer, put 
write us for free booklet, ‘*Facts 
About Our Shell Game.”” 


ROBIN HOOD AMMUNITION CO. 


D Srreet, Swanton, Vr. 
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| Want Some of 


THE BLACK SHELLS 


Our free book on shells contains much prac- | 


tical and useful information about modern 
improvements in ammunition. Write for it. 


Here are some things it will tell you about: 
Modern Construction— THE BLACK 


SHELLS have a solid brass head, no battery | 


cup, no crevices through which the gases of 
explosion are wasted through leaking backward. 


Waterproofing — THE BLACK SHELLS 
are better waterproofed even than our famous 
old CLIMAX shells. You know how strong 
a claim that is. 


Modern Crimping—THE BLACK SHELLS 
are crimped with exceeding firmness and 
smoothness. They work through an automatic 
or pump gun as though they were greased. 

The finest new thing in 20 years of ammunition 
history is our Non-Mercuric Primer. It sets new 
standards of uniformity and speed. Don’t fail to read 
the paragraphs upon this subject in the book. 

Our Flash Passage is double th? ordinary size- 
allowing twice as much of the Primer flame to rush 
directly into the main charge. 

Any one of these modernisms is enough to make 
the reputation of a shell. Think of getting all five 
combined together. Try the shells. Send for book. 
There are three classes of THE BLACK SHELLS: 

ROMAX, a black powder shell with 5/16-in. brass. 

CLIMAX, the most popular smokeless (both dense 
and bulk) shell made (5% inch brass). 

AJAX, is the highest grade smokeless (both bulk 
and dense) shell made. Has a long one-inch brass. 


United States Cartridge Co. 
DEPT. K. LOWELL, MASS., U. S.A. 
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1,000,000 


COPIES HAVE 
BEEN SOLD OF 
MRS. PORTER'S 
BOOKS AND 
THE REASON 
THEY ARE TO- 
DAY THE BEST 
SELLING BOOKS 
IN THE U. S. IS 
BECAUSE THEY 
ARE WHOLE- 
SOME, OUT-OF- 
DOOR AND 
SANE STORIES 





“FRECKLES,” “THE HARVESTER,” 
“A GiRL OF THE LIMBERLOST” 
AT ALL BOOK-SHOPS EVERYWHERE 
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GRAY MOTORS rare): 8:10). cee 
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Made in the Largest Plant 

on the World devoted to H.B with Complete 
manufacturing 2-cyole Outfit ready to install 
marine gasoline engines. ALSO SRTO 36HR 





‘20 


Guaranteed by a big responsible concern.@Write 
for big catalog—tells and shows you all about 
these high grade motors and how they are made. 


GRAY MOTOR CO., 911U. S. Motors Bidg., Detroit, Mich. 

























The Tax 


On Men Who Don’t Wear an 
O=-P-C 


It isn’t work that wearies men, so 
much as a strain that saps the nervous 
force. 

Countless men avoid this waste by 
wearing an O-P-C suspensory. 
Men become tireless and efficient— 
mentally alert-—by saving what others 
waste. 

And you never have known such acom- 
fortable way to gain so much as this. 


Write for our book about the O-P-C—the scien- 
tific suspensory, famous for 20 years. 

Learn how men get the vigor you envy. Learn 
how they endure what you find impossible. 
You will get the same help in an hour, when you 
know it. Write us now. 

All <> guarantee you satisfaction with 
an O-P-C. No. 2, Lisle, 75c—No. 3, Silk, $1.00. 
Mailed direct from 27— 25th St., Chicago, if your 
druggist will not supply you. 


Bauer & Black Chicago and New York 
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Mount Animals, Game Heads and Birds 


The Splendid Art of Taxidermy can now be Learned Quickly in Your Own Home 

, ANGLERS, NATURALISTS—It is no longer necessary to lose your fine trophies nor to pay taxider 
ag ee You can now learn this raven pot for yourself easily and quickly during yout spare time, 
We teach you by mail in your own home to successfully stuff and mount all trophies, Also to tan all kinds of hides and furs and 
make them into beautiful rugs and rcbes. Easy to learn by men, women and boys. 

By taking our course of fifteen lessons you will soon be able to do perfect mounting and can decorate your home, office or den 
with the choicest of art. Thousands of men and women of every vocation, bankers, lawyers and business men, are members of 
our school and endorse it in the highest terms. 

H Professional taxidermists earn from @2,000 
Big Money in Taxidermy to83,000a yearand thereare not half enough 
taxidermiststo supply the demand. Mounted specimenssell readily for big prices. 
Many birds and animals now killed ana thrown away can be turned into cash. 

TAXIDERMY BOOKS FREE—We will send FREE postpaid our beautiful cat- 
alog,acopy of the Taxidermy Magazine, pictures of mounted game, sample 
diploma and hundreds of letters from students, allfree. Write for these books 
today—now while you think of it. Remember you learn at home during your 
sparetime, Write today. 


Northwestern School of Taxidermy, Box 1676, Omaha, Web. 


We mount or sell all kinds of animals or game heads. Price list on request. 
Write today for our beautiful catalog and maguzine. 

















THE BRILLIANT SEARCHLIGHT 


This is the light to show your way through the woods when hunting, fishing, driving or 
any kind of night work. It has aluminum locomotive reflector. Flame is protected with 
a 3% inch convex lens, may be tilted up or down, burns 8 hours with one filling, costs 
3 cents, will shine the eyes of a cat for 300 yards. 
Style 1, Single lens $5.00. Double lens $6.00. Int. lens $6.50 
- 2, Adjustable Gea Flame Burner add $ .50 
: by = we 33 or 


1.00 
4, af lighter add $2.00 
THE NORTHWESTERN CLASP KNIFE 


The knife for every hunter, opened or cl sed with one hand. Blade is locked 
open or closed, how important it is at times to be able to hang on with one 
hand and reach to your side and take a knife that is opened at the grasp. 

Made of best material and workmanship. German silver, bolsters heavy 
polished Brass lining, selected stag handle, fully warranted. Weight 4 ounces, 
length over all when open 914 inches, when closed 5 inches, cutting edge 


4 inches. 
Sold by all dealers or direct, postpaid on receipt of price. Send for circular. 
R. C. KRUSCHKE, 708 W. Superior Street, Duluth, Minn. 














For Sleeping In-Doors or Out-of Doors 


THE PNEUMATIC MATTRESS 


COOL IN SUMMER—WARM IN WINTER 
Enjoy that luxurious restful sleep which gives renewed energy to 
tired nerves and muscles and makes hot, sultry nights cool and 
delightful. Our Pneumatic Mattresses have one side lined with a 
thick wool lining, which side should be used in Winter and makes 
the warmest bed on the coldest winter night. All our goods are 
made of high-grade material, and with care will last a lifetime 
Send for Catalog E—On air mattresses for HOME, CAMP, YACHT and AUTOMOBILE. Defiated and Rolled Up 


PNEUMATIC MFG. CO., - 526 17th Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
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You Need A 
SUMMIT 


Town and Country 


Coat 


when Trap-shooting 
and for all Outdoor 
Sports. 


It’s the most prac- 
tical garment ever 
constructed for trap- 
shooters and out- 
door sportsmen. 

Body made of such 
desirable material as 
corduroy, _whipcord, 
moleskin, cheviot, etc. 

Reindeer leather 
sleeves and reindeer 
leather lining. 










° 

Bait Rods 
No. 35, the new telescopic, is 
something novel in rod making. 
A bait-casting rod, a trolling rod 
anda fly redallinone. Use it any 
length to 814 feet—comes down 
to 28 in. Reversible handle. Joints 
lock in place by the new exclusive 
‘‘BRISTOL”’ patent non-turn- 
ing guides—prevent guides from 
twisting out of alignment. Like 
all other ‘‘BRISTOLS’’—Gua- 
ranteed Three Years. Prices 
$4.50, $5.00 and $5.50 each, 
depending on handle. 


“Ask your dealerto show you No. 35. Hehas 
all other ““Bristols,”’ too,for every kind of fishing. 








Has the patented 
Knit-Nek to protect 
the throat and Wind-proof wrist protectors to keep the 
wind out of the sleeves. 

Leather shooting-pad on right shoulder. 


Ask your dealer or send to us for illustrated style book 


Guiterman Bros., Makers 
Dep’t C 
ST. PAUL, MINN. 





The new Bristol Art Catalog is ready 
—FREE. Every fisherman should 
have one. Send for yours 


















In addition to our $6. Anti Back Lash and other 
Reels we have two new ones. JUST OUT. Send 
for our beautiful New Catalog. Best Fishing now 
commences. 


THE REDIF'OR ROD & REEL Co. 
Warren Ohio 


LARGEST MANUFACTURERS IN THE WORLD 


High Grade Cedar Decoys 


Our goods are used by the leading Sportsmen and Clubs of the United States. They 
are exact duplicates of nature finished in the most artistic manner. We manufacture 
several grades in all species of Duck, Snipe, Geese, Swan and Crow Decoys, Make 
inquiry of your dealer for these goods and write to us for catalogue. 


MASON’S DECOY FACTORY, 456-464 Brooklya Ave., Detroit, Mich. 








“PREMIER" MALLARD. Keg. U.S. Patent Office 











Gokeys. Boots sMocc ins 


1 ce -_——oOo bins 





£B, , under a real guarantee. For hunters, fish- 
ermen, prospectors and engineers. Water- 
proof——hand- made throughout of best leathers 
tanned. Uppers of durable “Moose” Calf; 
“Rock Oak” hand-sewed soles. 

Also, special shoes for Golf, Tennis, street 
and dress wear, that embody the extremes of 
comfort and durability. Made to measure for 
men and women. 

Write for Boot and Moccasin Catalog 

No. 35, or for Golf Shoe Catalog No. 36 
Wm. N. Gokey Shoe Co., jamestoun N.Y. 


Chicago Agts: Von Lengerke & Antoine, Inc., Wabash Ave. & Van Buren St. 
New York Agents: David T, Abercrombie Co., 311 Broadway 


All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 
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MY BOOK IS FREE. 





a strict guarantee. 





pleasure and comfort. 


I have written a book that I believe will help you realize a fuller 
appreciation of the possibilities of nature from the stand-point of health, 
I had this in mind as well as the com- 
mercial idea ; for, of course, this book is intended to sell goods. 


CAMPING AND HUNTING. 


I have camped, canoed, hunted, fished and trapped from my 
childhood davs—often far from the usual haunts of man. I am a 
baseball, tennis and golf enthusiast as well. 1 ought to understand 
this business thoroughly ; at any rate, it is my pride. 


Ask for Catalog and Guide No. 535. 
All the hundreds of things this book describes are sold under 


If you are not pleased with your purchase—if 
any item does not measure up to your standard, don’t hesitate—send 


it back. My book is free. if you mention No. 535. 


New York Sporting Goods Co. 


15 and 17 Warren Street, near Broadway, New York. 





GENUINE ALASKA GOLD NUGGETS 
Nature's beautiful jewelry direct from world’s 
greatest gold fields—Alaska. Solid gold, no 
two alike, thousands of artistic designs. 

This beautiful scarf pin $2. 50 Money back if 

raft or money order, not satisfactory. 
ALASKA GOLD NUGGET CO. 
221 Hayes Street Seattle, Washington 
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[Ris src b<guuseeueeweeneeneseenas $18 and up 
Pa SM Ee eee rer 18 and up 
Bb RO: Seer 18 and up 
INLAND LAKE FISHING BOAT....... 22 

Our catalog shows an unequaled assortment, sent free. 


THOMPSON BROS., PESHTIGO, WIS. 








A CLEAN Price $1.00 
SUSPENSORY j 


EVERY MORNING 
Dr. Myer’s Detachable Sack Sus- 
pensory has Two Detachable Sacks 
which can be washed independently. 







A Complete Departure from theold style, 
giving perfect comfort and support, w ith- 
out the ise of legstraps. All sizes. Mailed 
iu a plain box on Tece ipt of price. Money re- 
funded if not satisfactory, Write for booklet. 


MEYERS MANUFACTURING CO. 
76 PaRk PL. WaTERTOWN.N, Y. 











y 
zfs Play Always 
“up to Par! 


Your game is only as good as your 
stick—don’t imperil your name and 
fame with common clubs. Leading 
experts and professionals in golf 
endorse the club that goes after the 
record— 


Monel Metal Golf Club 


Golf heads of Monel Metalarestrong, 
resilient, cannot rust or corrode 
and positively correct in weight, 

lie and loft. f® 
Sticks of split, sea- 
soned, second- \ 
growth hickory 
with first-grade 
calfskin grip. 


May be bought only of club pro- 

fessionals or direct from us, 

Prices, Monel Metal Golf Heads, 

$1,00. Sticks complete $2.25. 
Write to-day for 
descriptive booklet 

THE BAYONNE CASTING CO. 

Bayonne, N. J. 































We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 

























28A ADVERTISING DIRECTORY 









The tough, sharp crystals of a Pike 
India Oilstone just eat steel. It's fun to see 
how quickly they put a dandy, keen edge on 
carvers, kitchen knives, tools, etc. 

We want more friends among hunters 
and sportsmen—and so, just to show you 
how Pike Sharpening Stones work, we'll send youalittle stone 
FREE. It's great for pocket knives, office use, etc. Sharpens 
fish hooks too. With it, we send our famous book ‘‘How to 
Sharpen.” Merely give us your sporting goods or hardware 
dealer's name and enclose 4 cents for packing and mailing. 

Meantime ask your dealer to show you the PIKE SPORTS- 
MAN’S STONE. It's the sportsman’s all-around friend. To 
tone up the edge on camp knives and axes—to make a hunter's 
knife keen for its work—to repoint a dulled gaff-hook—to make 
the tools of sport give you all the fun there is in them—that’s 
what the PIKE SPORTSMAN'S STONE is good for. 

It's the badge of the sportsman who loves his outfit and takes 
real pride in its proper care. YOU want a Pike Sportsman's 
Stone—and, in a stout leather case that 
slides into your pocket—it costs only 50 
cents. If your dealer hasn’t one, send to 
us. This is only one of the many famous 


PIKE SHARPENING STONES 


“*The only line that includes every sharpen- 

ing substance—natural or artificial—each the 

best for some sharpening need.’’ 

Send for the book and your FREE Pike India Stone. 
You'll be pleased. Write today. 


PIKE MANUFACTURING CO., 110 Main St., Pike, N. H. 





















HY DO THE WINNERS USE 





MEISSELBACH REELS? 
Tripart, $3.00 Takapart, $4.00 
Free Spool Tripart, $5.00 Free Spool Takapart, $6.00 

Look at the list of Winners in Fretp & StrEAM’s 
1911 Fishing Contest! 

In the large-mouth Bass class, northern division, 
three out of five Grand Winners used Meisselbach 
Reels. 

In the southern division, three out of four Grand 
Winners used Meisselbach Reels. 


Why Not Get the Reel the Winners USE? 


The smoothest running, most dependable, longest 
lived Bait Casting Reels for anything like the price 
(or twice the price). 


Made by A. F. MEISSELBACH & BRO. 
19 PROSPECT ST. NEWARK, NEW JERSEY 
All dealers sell them. 














FACSIMILE OF COVER DESIGN OF CATALOG N 


Schoverling Daly & Gales] 


02-304 BROADWAY 


‘The. catalog comprises every 
reliable article made in @ 

GUNS RIFLES REVOWERS AMMONITION 
HONTING ClEeTHING=SHOES CAMPING: 
OUTFITS POCKET=HONTING COTIERY 
FOOTBALL BASKETBAIL SWEATERS CAMERAS 
—ATHIETIC OUTFITS FENCINGS®*BOXING — 


*SEND * FOR: IT-NOG!: 
OUR FISHING TACKIE on SOMMER SPORTS CATALOG 
——MANED ON REQUEST 
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The Always Welcome Beverage 


T is Blue Ribbon time when you are hot, thirsty or tired. A most healthful 
beverage that both refreshes and invigorates. No other beer can approach 
it in flavor or in all around deliciousness. Its popularity is due to the 

successful and honest efforts of its makers to produce a pure, wholesome 
and refreshing beverage. 


§ Bottled only at the brewery in crystal clear bottles, 


showing at a glance that it is clean and pure. 
Phone or write for a case, 
\a\Ss 'f JE * - 
\% fry Supplied by Best Dealers Everywhere. 


2 
WD —s Served in Leading Hotels and Cafes. 
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The Barker Hunting Shoe 


The National Favorite for Thirteen Years 








For Hunting, Fishing, Tramping, Snowshoeing, 
Ski-ing, and for all outdoor sports where a water- 
proof, warm, easy shoe is required. 


Better than a moccasin—try a pair and see 
why hundreds of guides and sportsmen who have 
worn them for over thirteen years call them the 


“Best Still-Hunting Shoe on Earth.” 
Insist on getting the BARKER from your dealer. If he 


does not carry and will not get it for you, send me your 
order and | will send, express prepaid, on receipt of check. 


8" tops 10"tops 16" tops 
Without Heel $4.25 $4.75 $6.50 
With Heel 4.50 5.00 6.75 


W. E. Barker, 





care of 
. me > ENTERPRISE 
(AAA : aN 
Wh PP en a i eS ae Cow Ne RUBBER co. 
Migs cas cia! ERAS 112 Federal St., 


Boston, Mass. 











|JOHNSON’S Folding Paper DUCK DECOYS 


al 9 SETTLES THE DECOY QUESTION 
CENTS EACH or $2.75 per dozen buys a lifelike life size 






decoy, printed from halftone plates on a waterproofed jute 
of wy ee = =sdfiber cardboard. Opens up like a folding paper box. New 
r - —__ eee balancing device makes upsetting impossible. Weight com- 
plete six ounces. Carry a dozen or more in your hunting coat. With proper handling can be 





ised indefinitely. Ideal decoys for the tramp hunter. Made in Mallard, Bluebill, and Butter- 
ball For sale by all up-to- date sporting goods dealers. Sample mailed on receipt of 25 cents 
and and dealer’ s name Full dozen sent prepaid on receipt of $2.75. Wm, BR. Johnson, DSO Pike St.. Seattle 





You Remember F'OREST AND STREAM! ) 


The oldest and best outdoor publication for real outdoor people. Weekly; 10cts. a copy, $3.00 a year. 
Hunting, Camping, Canoeing, Yachting, Fishing, Travel, Kennel, Trap Shooting, Sample copy free. 
Special trial subscription offer $1.00 for six months with our pocket size book “Game 
Laws in Brief,” giving Fish and Game Laws of every state in the Union and Canada. 


Forest and Stream Publishing Co. .*. 127 Franklin Street, New York 


OUTFITTERS FOR EXPLORERS, CAMPERS, 
PROSPECTORS AND HUNTERS 








LIGHT WEIGHTWATER AND ROT PROOF TENTS, ASK ABOUT OUR GREEN TENTS 
OUTING : CANOES 
— ‘ABERCROMBIE’S FISHING 

TACKLE 
OUTFITS TRADE CAMP MARK GUNS AND 
FOOTWEAR AMMUNITION 





VON LENGERKE & ANTOINE, Chicago Agents 


DaAvID T. ABERCROMBIE Co. 311 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


AMERICAN AGENTS, NEWL peti TARLTON & CO., SAPARI ov —— RS, NAIROBI, B. E, AFRICA 
3ENT FOR GOLD MEDAL C AMP FURNITURE 


SEND FOR NEW 1912 ILLUSTRATE D ‘CAT ALOG F PL EASE NOTE NAME AND ADDRESS 
Ail advertisements are indexed—Sce page 2A 
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when accidents 
happen $: 3: 3: 3: 
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E Friend in Need *TABLOI!I .)’ BRAND 


ase BuRROUGHS WELLCOME & Co. 
35,37 & 39 West Thirty-third Street, NEW YORK CiTY 
ax 447 or 101-109, Coristine Building, MONTREAL All Rights Reserved 





FIRST-AID" 


For Hunters, Automobilists, Yachtsmen, 
Campers, Tourists, etc. Light, compact 
and weather-proof. Enables you to 
dress wounds a¢ once while they are 
healthy—delays are dangerous. 


Contains :— 
Bandages 
Dressings 
Antiseptics 
Emollients 
Emergency 
Medicines, etc. 


In stout metal container, 
Size 744 X44 * 2 in. 


Of all Druggists 
or direct from:— 



















ITS GAME POCKET 


The Game Pocket » 
ures the life of a Coat, 


Pocket that prolongs 

Pocket does it, because 
PROOF, Reversible, Cl 
able. Makes the Coat 
for years. The only H 


out before it’s worn o 


Hunter. 


NO COAT IS BETTER THAN 


there’s only one Game 
life. Our Patent Game 


W ater-proof, BLOOD- 


ing Coat that’s not thrown Clothing Ever Made. 


Write for handsome book- 
let, full of interest to a We Guarantee them 


THE GEM SHIRT CO. Coats, Pants, Shirts, 








“ut Guaranteed Pure Wool 
) 


that 
it’s 
ae Tried and Tested by 
last Hunters and conceded 
unt- the Greatest Hunters’ 
ut. 
the 
best and most satisfactory 


_ Sweaters, and Socks ever 


worn by a hunter in the 








YOUR RAZOR S 


Don't blame the razor if it dulls quickly. May- 
be it’s your fault. Rub a few drops of 3-in-One 
oil on your razor strop. When leather is pliable 
strop asusual. Any razor will cut easier. better 
and stay sharp longer. After using, draw blade 

between thumb and finger moistened with 3-in-One. 

is prevents rust, keeps edge smooth and keen, 
always sharp and ready for immediate use. Don't scrape 
your face. Use 3-in-One on your razor and shave right. 

Write for liberat free sample and special 

scientific circular Try it yourself 3-IN- 


ONE OIL COMPANY 152 New St., New York. 





cold, rain and snow, 
Send for our Booklet D show- 


ing samples of material and 
measurement blank. 


Order a Suit for this season 
DO IT NOW 


They make hunters happy 
Keep them warm and dry 





Manufactured by Gite 


JOHN RICH& BROTHERS ssi 
Shirts, Light 


WOOLRICH, PA. Socks, Heavy 
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FULL 
FASHIONED 


ference be- 
tween the Blauvelt 


Full-Fashioned Sweater, and 
the sweater so commonly seen, 
Knitted to shovels FIAND meth- 


ods ~ of fine long-fibre worsted, the 
Blauvelt Sweater fits perfectly at 
every point. Fashioned true to size; 
invisible seams, handmade _buttc n- 
holes, re-inforced pockets; fully five 
seasons of styles, warmth and service in every garment, 
The new Raglan Shoulder, (illustrated) gives a fine 
shapely effect. The Blauvelt French Stitch is acknowl- 
edged to be the handsomest and most elastic stitch known 
in knitted wear. For fishing, shooting, camping, 
motoring and all other red-blood sports, wear the 
smart, full-fashioned Blauvelt Sweater. For men 
and women, in all stitches and colors. 
Ask your dealer to show you the ‘‘Blauvelt’’ 
or send for our Handsome Style Book 
THE BLAUVELT KNITTING CO. 
10 Campbe!! Street 
Newark, N. J. 























MAKES ANY ROWBOAT 
"A MOTORBOAT 


You can clamp an “Evinrude” Detachable Rowboat Motor to the 
stern of any rowboat ina minute. Can be detached as quickly, 
Ko alterations to boat. Speed guaranteed 7 miles an hour. The 


VINRUDE 
romeo MOTOR 


isa powerful, reversible, gasoline mo- 
tor. Weighs but 50 pounds. Compact, 
weedless and smooth running. Can 
used in salt or fresh water. Can be 
carried like a satchel. 

Reliability —Serviceability Now Unquestioned 
having been adopted for Government 





use by the UNITED STATES, RUsslA, DENMARE, 

SWEDEN. Send for Literature. 

EVINRUDE MOTOR CO., 363 Walker Street, Milwaukee, Wis, 
NEW YORK SALEsROOM, Dept. C., 260 W. BROADWAY ' 



































There’s just the difference between 
a raw, poorly made Cocktail and a 


Club Cocktail 


that there is between a raw, new Whiskey and 
a soft old one, 
The best of ingredients—the most accu- 


rate blending cannot give the softness 
and mellowness that age imparts, 










Club Cocktails are aged in wood before 
bottling—and no freshly made Cocktail 
can be as good. 

Manhattan, Martini and other 


standard blends, bottled, ready 
to serve through cracked ice. 


Refuse Substitutes 
At All Dealers 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 
Hartford New York London 











Aa Olt’s Celebrated Patent Ad- 
justable Tone Slide DuckCall 
is unequalled. Get one for your next duck hunt. $1 prepaid. 


PHILIP OLT, Dept. W, Pekin, Iil. 


188 PAGE CATALOG 


sent for 10 cents to cover postage. Has complete list of 
Anglers supplies. 


Edw. Vom Hofe & Co., 94-95 Fulton St., New York 


Want to Swap Guns? 


I will pay cash for your gun, rifle, or pistol, or ex- 














change with you for any other firearm you may want. 
Write me what you have, what you want, and I will 
make you an offer by return mail. 








S. J. FRANCIS, Adams Sq., Boston, Mass. 








MAXIMS 
Mosevite 


Aworntr Maxim SILENCER 
SAMATIVE & AATISEPTIC 
MAXIM CHEMICAL & DRUG CO 
HOSTOM AASS aol waAarel wAsat 
PRIPARED BY SAMUEL MAAN Om 


— 4 ae ed 








MAXIM’S MOSQUITO COLOGNE 


Will Keep the Mosquitoes and 


Black Flies from Home or Camp 
Try It Three Sizes 
HAS NO STRONG OR OFFENSIVE ODOR 
At all Good Sporting Goods Dealers or 


Hardware Stores 
Trial size for twelve cents in stamps 


MAXIM CHEMICAL & DRUG CO. 
Dealers Wanted Dept. D, 6 Beacon St.,Boston, Mass. 
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il bright, white 14 candle power light 150 feet on the darkest 
night. Burns acetylene gas. Weight, 6 oz. Height 3% inches. Burns 
No oil, glass or wicks. Never blows out, abso- 
lutely safe, simple in construction. Can be fastened to cap, belt, carried in hand, 
stood on table, hung on tree or stick. Fifty hours’ light costs 25c. 





CAMPING 


Nights in camp made cheer- 
ful; reading and writing pos- 
sible; plenty of light to over- 
haul guns, tackle, etc. Lamp 
hung on tree, etc., attracts 
mosquitos away from sleep- 
ing spot. 


HUNTING 


FISHING 


A great lure for fish and frogs. 
All light concentrated on the 
fish, none in fisherman’s eyes. 
Both hands free. Best light 
made for casting, gigging, 
spearing, netting. 


BOATING 


eas, on cap or belt casts bright circle upon Absolute protection against motor boats. Very 
trail. No stumbling over logs and into pools. penetrating light — picks out rocks, shoals, 
Lamp spots game in highest trees. Both snags, landing places. Lamp can be fastened 
hands free for gun or knife. Great for coon, on bow or worn on cap. Both hands free for 
possum, turkey—big game. paddle, oars or boat hook. 
Sold by leading hardware and Sporting Goods dealers, or sent prepaid on receipt 
of price. Brass, $1.00; Highly polished nickel with hinged handles, $1.50. 
Illustrated Booklet Free. Write for it today, giving name and address 
of your dealer. 


JOHN SIMMONS COMPANY 


7 Franklin St., New York City 
41 St. Nicholas S 
M or 





The Rod that Telescopes 
“THE HOLLAND” 


NSTEAD of fretting along—trying to make any old-style rod 
do what it was never designed to do — get a Holland Telescopic and 4 
double the pleasure and satisfaction of your forthcoming fishing trip. 

You can buy a Fly Casting Rod, a Bait Casting Rod or a Trolling Rod for a trifle less 
money—but as long as you do invest in mew equipment—why not get a f 


Full-Length Fly Rod—a Bait Casting Rod or a Stiff Troll- 
ing Rod all in one—Instantly Adjustable to Suit Your Needs ‘ 


With a Holland Telescopic in your possession you will be prepared for any and every 
emergency. You will have a rod that is designed to fit the all-’round requirements of 
every fisherman better than any other. You will have a rod to be proud of—arod, atany 4 
desired length, that is light, strong, flexible, durable—yet instantly 
adjustable to any unexpected requirement. 





a=. The Iron-Clad Holland Guarantee 
Dealers —Your Assurance of Satisfaction 
Or, if you prefer, tell Any Holland Steel Rod you select will work well at any length. Full 
us to send one to you tended, partly extended or telescoped—the strain is perfectly distribut and 


on approval, 


Holland Ste ct B ods = have the supreme satisfaction of knowing that the rod in use 


al to any occasion. 

Holland Telescopic Steel Rods are elegant, light and corvectt iy balanced. 
or Lancewood.yet The joints are of seamless tubing scienti cally tempered and fully guaran- 
cost no more than teed against defects. Made with single piece reversible handle, cork 
oy reen- and reel locking device, mounted with German Silver Snake Guides 
and you can now Prices complete with Heavy Duck Cases, $4.75 upwards. Complete descrip: 
prove this absolutely tion Price List FREE on request. Simply address: 


a THE HOLLAND ROD COMPANY, Mirs., HOLLAND, MICHIGAN 
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INSTANT COFFEE 


No Coffee 
Pot Needed 


— 
=. Offee 


Absolutely pure coffee in a new 
form. % to 34 teaspoonful to a 
cup of hot water makes it in- 
stantly the finest real coffee 
you ever tasted. Made any 
strength. Flavor always uni- 
form. No cooking—no waste. 
Most economical. 





You Need These Gloves 
for Your Outdoor Sports & 
y 


Made Specially for Motoring, Golfing, 
Camping, Fishing and Other Sports 


Sore hands mar the fun of an outing. Here are 

gloves that protect your hands from the hard 

knocks and blisters. ‘They are ventilated, keep- 
/} ing the hands dry and cool. 


~ 
—~ 


- 


Grinnell Gloves 


For Motoring and Sports 

are soft and flexible, giving a firm, non-slip grip on club, gun, At Grocers in two sizes—30c. 
and 85c. If your grocer hasn't 
G. Washington’s Coffee, send 


us 30 cents for a full size can. 


G. Washington Coffee Sales Co. 
79 Wall Street, New York 


N paddle, oar or steering wheel, because made of real velvet 
coltskin. They are unharmed by wetting, and can be washed 
in soap and water or gasoline, without hardening. They 
wear like iron, and never peel, harden, crack or shrink. 

Grinnell Gloves are sold in most cities. If your dealer won't 
supply you, send us his name and your size. We'll send a 
pair on approval, prepaid, on receipt of the price: *Rein- 
deere,”’ $1.75; Gray Coltskin, $2.00; Biack Coltskin, $2.25. 


Satisfaction guaranteed or your money back. 











MORRISON “RICKER. MPG. CO «Grinnell, in: 








Styie Book and Samples of Leather on request 


HILDEBRANDT BAITS % 


Made in nickel, copper, brass and 
gold. For any kind of fishing and 
all kinds of fish SEND FOR 
CATALOGUE showing our full 
line of sportsmen's specialties. 
THE JOHN J. HILDEBRANDT CO. 
Dept. 1 Logansport, Ind. 





PNAS 


— 














e far operon to the old style ambers because they 

ing Ss portmen’ s Glasses *< lenses of AKOPOS CRYSTAL double 

shade of amber and veridian. The AKOPOS 

CRYSTAL eliminates not only ALL the violet but also ALL the violet 7 the blue rays. Amber 

glasses are only 50% efficient in this particular and therefore are only worth 50% of what is charged 

for them. King’s Sportsmen's Glasses are used and endorsed by such well known sportsmen as E.. C. 
Crossman, Lieut. Townsend Whelan and Stewart Edward White. 

The Ohio State Amateur Championship was won by F. W. King wearing shooting glasses of his 

own design and patent. Write for catalog. 


THE F. W. KING OPTICAL CO., 259 Ellastone Bldg., CLEVELAND, OHIO 






Patented, Feb. 20th, 1912 








qummemecmeccmmeres THE JUSTRITE acerrLene CAMPERS’ LAMP 


Will burn 5 hours with one filling of Carbide. Absolutely safe 
and simple to operate. No smoke or grease. Nothing to break 
or get out of order. Superior to any other 
light for 


HUNTING - FISHING - BOATING 
and LIGHTING THE CAMP 


Illustrated Booklet on Request. Please send your dealer's Name 


THE JUSTRITE MFG. CO. °S"* no. 100, Price $1.50 





: — oer @. 336 So. Clinton St., CHICAGO, ILL, Ta Tetek, Beton Castile 
Splendid for Boating, Casting and Gigging " 3 4 J > servant a Weed Dex, - 
at night. CAMPERS’ CAP, FIBRE SHIELD, POSTPAID 35c. Postpaid in U. 8. 
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HERE has 


been no recent 
event of greater inter- 
est or importance to 
smokers everywhere 
than the introduction 
of these two new 
Smoking Tobaccos. 





The first opportunity 
ever offered pipe 
smokers to enjoy 
Tobacco at its best 
—try a pipeful today. 


Philip Morris 
English Mixture 
and Cut Plugg 


Do Not Accept Substitutes 








If your dealer doesnotcarry, 
mail us the remittance for 
the quantity you want—the 
price of “Philip Morris” is 
$2.00 per pound, in $1.00, 
50c and 25c tins. 


MN poeRis & Co PHILIP MORRIS & CO., Ltd. 
23 ; Made 402 P West Broadway, N. Y. 
4 H ! ik 


a FACTORIES: New York, Montreal, London, Cairo. 
Niuisn mt muxrt cur UT Pp 5 pL uo | 
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First Aid Always,— 


D1ioxo 


keeps little hurts from getting big 





© 


























7) 
Bass Bait 





Reduced size 
Illustration 


NOW FOR MORE BASS 


“When the fish won't bite, change your bait” 


Use Quick-Change Baits 


(Patented 1912) 


Practical Spoon-Fly Baits — colors of the 
fishes’ natural prey —can be changed instantly 
to any desired color combination to suit the 
conditions of locality, water and weather. 


36 Color Combinations 
All the Baits You Need for Fishing 


COMPLETE OUFIT by mail $2.50 


With this outfit you can imitate nearly all 
live baits, and you have a color combina- 
tion to suit any conditions under which 
you may be fishing. Quick-Change Baits 
will get more bass in the same time fishing, 
than any live baits—they are more _con- 


venient to use—easy to take along—always 
ready. 


e 

A True Sportsman’s Bait 
Invented by a _ practical fisherman. 
Send for circular showing baits in 
full size and riatural colors Deal 
ers will be supplied as quickly as pos 
sible, but don’t wait for your outfit— 
send your order direct to us and get 
the baits by return mail. Enjoy the 
best fishing of the year, N : 


SKVOR & COMPANY 
Manufacturers 
ORIGINATORS OF QUICK-CHANGE BAITS 


104 First Avenue West 
CEDAR RAPIDS IOWA 


The South Bend 














Anti-Back-Lash Reel 


Auto-mechanically thumbs the 
line better than any human thumb, 
The only reel that absolutely pre- 
vents back-lashing. Simple, per- 
fectiy balanced, durable. 
Has features found in no 
other reel — none other like 
it. Anyone can cast with this reel. 
No years of practice necessary to get . 
the knack of thumbing the spool. Reel guaranteed, 
Ask any dealer to show you this best of all reels, 


The Worden Combination Minnow 
_ Just the right size and weight for average bait-casting. Genu- 
ine Buck-Tail hair tied with silk direct on body masks the tail 
treble. Try it.and you’!l boost it. We originated Buck-Tail Baits 
19yearsago. Get acquainted with our extensiveline. Also ask your 
dealer to show you South Bend Minnows—big variety of styles and 
colors—and Weedless Hooks, Write for free valuable catalog. 


South Bend Bait Co.,2226Colfax Ave., South Bend, Ind. 


Y¥ ~ 


















IF YOUR DO 


et 










is wormy 
give him 
SERGEANT 


























an unexcelled vermifuge 

for dogs. Easily administ- 
ered - Certain in effect - 
immensely popular with dog 
men and kennel owners. 
For Sale by Druggists and 
Sporting Goods Dealers or 
mailed on receipt of price. 
Book on Diseases of Dogs 


FREE. = PoLk MILLER DRUG Co. 
835 MAIN STREET. RICHMOND, VA. 


Serceants SURE SHOT capsutes 





Height, 70 inches. 


$25, 00 


Hard Wood, Mission Finish 


GUN CABINET 
Sym 50 


Depth, 12 inches. Width, 28 inches. 


If interested, write for special Gun Cabinet Cxtalog. 
Send us your address for our illustrated Gun Catalog. 


THE H. H. KIFFE COMPANY, 32),Bresdyey 
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Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 


GEESE 
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ANTICIPATION ! 


a” pleasure of anticipating the coming hunt is half the 
fun. e faithful dog, the dependent gun, the rounds of am- 
nee are all in readiness—to say nothing of the ‘‘grub!’’ 

But while the fun is on and the hunting good—suppose it 
rains! No need to worry nor stop the fun—if you’ve pro- 
tected yourself from wind and rain with a suit of 


uxbal 


CRAVENETTED HUNTING CLOTHES 


the only clothes that are treated by the world- 
famous Priestley Cravenette rain-proof process. * 
They shed rain like a duck’s back. += 

The material is fine, soft, pliable and odorless. 
The garments are warm, comfortable, well ventilated and 
as pleasant to wear as your winter suit. 

All styles for men that the sportsman needs. Also 
Ladies’ Norfolk Jackets, Plain Hunting Skirts, Divided 
Skirts for riding, Leggings, Hats, etc. 

KAMP-IT OUTING GARMENTS (not cravenetted) for 
men and women—for all out-door uses in good weather and 
dry places. 


See your dealer for DUXBAK and KAMP.IT. 

WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOG 
BIRD, JONES & KENY ON, 2 Hickory St., Utica, N. Y. 
We “guarantee advertising on this and opposite page > provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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request. 





Sporting and Vacation Places 


Including railroad and steamship lines, reaching the best sporting and vacation territories, as well as 
hotels, camps and guides. For our readers, who are planning Summer Vacation, Fishing, or 
Camping Trips, we recommend the following and will be glad to send further particulars upon 


Where to Go Information Bureau, FIELD AND STREAM 











MOOSE, CARIBOU, DEER, BEAR and PARTRIDGE 
hunting; and SALMON and Trout Fishing in the famous 
Southwest Miramichi District. Over 100 miles Canoe Trip. 
NO CARRIES. SALMON SEASON closes the day our 
BIG GAME SEASON OPENS, SEPT. 15th. Good ac- 
commodations for ladies. 

References: Fir'.D AND STREAM; David T. Abercrombie Co., 

Outfitters, 311 Broadway, New York. 


MURDOCK MACKENZIE, Glassville, ew Brunswick, Canada 
. Address, Bristol, 


FOR BIG GAME SHOOTING 


We can accommodate a few more sportsmen for 
the big game shooting this season. We have com- 
plete system of camps, and all necessary outfit for 
the hunter, except guns and ammunition. No better 
place for moose, deer, bear, partridge, snipe, ducks, 
etc. References on request. 


ADAM MOORE & SON, Scotts Mills, York Co., New Brunswick 














Moose Hunting. Salmon. Trout. Canoeing 
I can satisfy you, show you the game and feed you well 
in any of my six camps. Read “The End of Old Plow 
Handles”’ in the December, 1911, issue of Field & Stream. 
Rererences: Gifford Pinchot, James Garfield, Secretary 
Henry L. Stimson, Washington; F. C. Walcott, Daniel C. 
Adams, George W. Adams, S. A. Everitt, Abercrombie & 
Fitch, New York City. 
AMOS GAUNCE, RILEY BROOK, VIC. CO., NEW BRUNSWICK 


“The oldest and most experienced Tobique Guide” 


Central New Brunswick Hunting Camps 


Why not spend your vacation where Moose, Caribou, Deer and 
Bear can all be had at same camps. Five new and up-to-date 
camps in the centre of the big game district of New Brunswick 
on headwaters of Serpentine, Nepisiquit and Miramichi Rivers. 
A country of lakes, deadwaters, barrens and virgin forest. 


Folder on Application 
GEORGE E. GOUGH, North View, Victoria Co., N. B. 














Our Big Game Hunting Camps 


Sportsmen listen, are you interested in big game 
hunting? 

If so our string of hunting camps for Moose, Cari- 
bou, Bear and Deer will make it still more interest- 
ing for you. A two cent stamp will bring you our 
booklet which tells you all about our six camps in the 
—— and wildest country in northern New Bruns- 
wick 


Imhoff Brothers Hunting Camps, Bathurst Village, N. B., Canada 


GO TO The “Highlands of Ontario” for 


your holidays. Such delightful spots as 
Orillia, ~Couchiching, Muskoka Lakes, Lake of Bays, 
Maganetawan River, Algonquin, Temagami, Georgian 
Bay, and Kawartha Lakes can be reac hed in palatial 
trains over the Grand Trunk Railway System. Every- 
thing first class. Send for magnificent Free Folders. 
Acdress 


W. E. DAVIS, Pass. Traffic Mgr.. MONTREAL 














SPORTSMEN 


I would like to correspond with any one that intends to hunt 
for big game this coming fall. I have good camps in a good 
game country, as good as can be found in New Brunswick, 
and also good salmon and trout fishing. One of the best sal- 
mon pools on the famous Miramichi River is only 2% miles 
from my main camp, 

W. H. GRIFFIN (registered guide) 
Cross Creek, York County, New Brunswick 


Moose, Caribou, Deer and Bear 


I have four camps in the finest of the big game coun- 
try in New Brunswick. Also trout fishing unexcelled 
anywhere in the Province—from % to 5 pounds. Can 
take care of one or two more parties during the 
coming big game season. Write me before making 
other arrangements. References, of course. 


Box 231, FIELD AND STREAM, 456 Fourth Ave., New York City 




















Expert Advice on Hunting and Fishing 


If you are considering a moose hunt, a 
trip after salmon or trout or to take game 
photographs, I can furnish first hand, ex- 
pert opinions as to country, guides and out- 
fits in New Brunswick. Fees, one man, 
$10.00; two or more in one party, $5.00 
each, payable in advance with applications. 








DOUGLAS WETMORE CLINCH 
33 Broadway New York City 





LJ 
Hunters and Fishermen! 
When you want to know where to go or who to go with in 
New Brunswick, always write the Secretary of the Provincial 
Guides’ Association. No charges for making arrangements 
with association guides. References: FitLD AND STREAM, 
N. Y. City. 
s. B. MACKENSEIE, Sec. 


Box 32, Glassville New Brunswick, Can, 

















NEW BRUNSWICK 


SPORTSMEN TAKE NOTICE—I have on headwaters of Tobique 


aud Miramichi, good hunting camps in one of the best big game dis- 
tricts in Canada. Among six sportsmen who were with me last Fall 
we bagged five moose that averaged 51-inch spread—each head 24 
points, smallest web 13 inches. Easy reach of railroad and good 
trout and salmon fishing. Further information, apply 
CHARLES WRIGHT (Guide) 
Three Brooks 23 33 Victoria County, N. B. 
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Uganda Railway 


Observation Cars pass through the Greatest Natt 


Big Game Preserve 
The Pe. ands of "Fa Nei 1 have 
n as a winter home for Aristocrats. 


_ Sportsmen 


in search of Big Game make this district a hobby. 
Students of Natural Hist ry revel in this field of 
Nature’s own 

Most interesting literature sent free. 


Address, D. G. LONGWORTH 


Dewar House, Iiaymarket, London, S. W. 


become the 




















Good Sport in the South 


N our fifteen thousand acre plantation, 14 miles from 
O Georgetown, S.C., we have some of the finest shooting 

for deer, turkeys and quail in this part of the South, 
and for the benefit of our guests we make arrangemerts {cr 
duck shooting on neighboring property, making this a remark- 
ably attractive locality for the visiting sportsman. le have 
a large plantation home overlooking the water, and a separate 
house as well which we use as a lodge for visiting sports- 
men, and together with excellent southern cooking, we can 
promise you a long-to-be-remembered trip. Write at once 
and state when you can come, as we can take care of only a 
limited number, and must know in advance. Address 


Frank E. Johnstone 
Georgetown, P. O. 


FISHERMEN 


Are you ootne for a place where you can catch 
the BIG ONES The average weight on salmon at 
these camps for 5 years was 6 Ibs. 14 ounces. 

‘e offer you PRIVATE CABINS with open 
fire-places, bath rooms, twin beds, etc. 
rite for free illustrated booklet. 


Address Brown’s Camps, Lowell Center, Oxford Co., Me. 


South Carolina 








‘Maine for Game” 


FOR BIG GAME (Moose, Deer and 
Bear), as well as all varieties of small- 
game shooting, no other section of the 
country can offer better opportunities. 
Maine is the ideal region of the conti- 
nent for the sportsman, and its famed 
resorts are all reached by the Bangor 
and Aroostook Railroad. 

SPORTSMEN WHO KNOW GO TO 

MAINE! 

If you wish to learn where you 
that “longed-for” trophy, be it 
or Deer Head for your Den Wall or 
Bear Rug for the floor; what the cost 
will be—who.are the best guides—what 
to take—where to fish—the best canoe 
trips in America—send fifteen cents for 
a copy of 


“IN THE MAINE WOODS” 


Address Passenger Traffic Department A 
BANGOR AND AROOSTOOK R. R. 
BANGOR, MAINE 


can get 
Moose 








Deer and Partridges in the Adirondacks 


“Outlook for Deer and Partridzes never better” is the advanced report 

ing out from the Cranberry Lake section of the Adirondacks, This has 
for a number of years been the recognized locality for real deer shooting, 
Far enough out of the beaten path to avoid the devasting rush of “over 
the week-end” sportsmen, our woods not only afford the discriminating 
sportsman an opportunity of getting the game he came after, but he stands 
less chance of being winged for a deer by one of a few thousand novices 
with more enthusiasm and ammunition than brains. Comfortable accom- 
modations and good sport—a combination worthy of your attention! 


J.M. Balderson, Bear Mountain Camp, Wanakena.N. Y. | 











FORKS OF THE MACHIAS CAMPS, MAINE 


deer, moose, bear, partridge and duck country east of the 
ies. Have seen more game in vicinity of camps ‘thi s 
er than any previous season of my 20 years’ guiding. 
Camps and furnishings new. Country new, with experienced 
guides guarantees each guest comfort and opportunity to 
_ choose his head.” Fine brooktrout fly fishing the whole 
season. Write for illustrated booklet. Telephone connection. 


HENRY RAFFORD, Registered Guide and Trapper, Ashland, Maine 








summ 











Excellent Deer, Partridge and 
Small Game Shooting 

Here at Big Otter Lake, in Herkimer County, we are “inside the 
line”? of the Adirondack Preserve, and surrounded by sixty thou- 
sand acres of virgin forest. Being so far back from the “beaten 
path” of the Adirondack sportsman is why we have good fishing 
all the season, as well as real deer, partridge and small game 
shooting. Many fine trout streams near house. Season doesn’t 
close for trout until Aug. 31. Write today for descriptive booklet 
if you are anxious for a really successful trip 


W. D. CRANDALL, Big Otter Lake House, P. 0. Glenfield, N. Y- 








FISHING and HUNTING 


Write Ralph Bisbee, Ripogenus Lake, Kokadjo, Maine. 
Telegrams to Greenville, Maine 


ill be forwarded by telephone. Home camps and back 
camps cover large territory. Trout, Togue, Land-locked 
Salmon, Deer, Moose, Bear, Partridges (Ruffed 
Grouse), Ducks. 











learned the joys of wood- 
Colonel Roosevelt craft and camp life while 
spending his college vacations with ‘Bill’ Sewall at 
Hook Point Camps, Mattawamkeag Lake. Let 
‘Bill” Sewall and his guides delight you also with 
deer and moose hunting, trout, black bass and salmon 
fishing. Individual camps. Open fireplaces. Motor 
boats. Canoes. ‘elephone e. Camps under direct 
supervision of Mr. and Mrs. Sewall. Circular free. 


W.W. SEWALL, Proprietor - . ISLAND FALLS, ME. 














Big Bucks Are Waiting for You 


You are sure to get your share. More deer 
seen here this summer than ever before, also black 
bear, partridge, duck, etc., in this the Dead 
River Region, the 


Most Famous Deer Region in Maine 


Unexcelled location, elevation of 2000 feet, glor- 
ious scenery, pure spring water, 10 individual log 
cabins, spring beds 

3est table possible to provide—game in season, 
Western beef, fresh milk and eggs. 

Write today for rates and other information. 
Open season Oct. 1. 


Best of Guides. 10 year references furnished 


JOHN B. CARVILLE, Spring Lake, Maine 
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and Fish,” 
Maine” 


SHOOTING IS ON inthe © 


ERE’S the finest deer country in all America, 
and the guides say this is to be the best season in 
years. Getdown — overhaul yourkit, comedown 
in Maine, and that trophy you've wanted will be yours. 

Write us for information about the best shooting country, and 
how to obtain reliable guides. Our descriptive booklets “To Hunt 
“ Directory of Guides 
tell the whole story. 


”? and the “ Lakes and Woods of 


OPEN SEASONS: Plover, snipe and sandpipers, Aug. 1 to Dec. 1. 


Woodcock and ruffed grouse 
Deer, October 1 to December 15 
Moose, October 15 to Bevieiber 1. 


— Sept. 15 to Dec. 1, 


Address Vacation Bureau, The New Eng- 
land Lines, Room 1238, South Station, 
Boston, Massachusetts. 








Fishand Hunt i in Sept. andOctober 


Large and small mouth bass—big “‘muskys.”’ Have 
had the best fishing in years this summer Room for 
a few more. Best of partridge and a hunting 
Open until Nov. 24th. 

CAMP FIRE ISLAND 
GLIDDEN - - WISCONSIN 








Sheep, Goat, Black-tail Deer, Bear, Lion 


of hunters from Dubois, Idaho, uy 


I have arranged to take a party 
through the Salmon River and Sinokey Mountains in Sey ge bet 
them at the railroad at Ketchum, Idah vathit ty days’ tr This leaves 


me at Ketchnm, 250 miles from my ranch and dt am WM ill ng »> make @ 
very worth while reduction from my regular rates for a party for this re 
torn trip. I will absolutely guarantee good ‘ios at Sheep, Goat anit 


Black-tail Deer and will aiso takes 
along for use 04 this game. Write at once, as several partie 
considering the trip. References of the best. 


CLARK W. ORTON, via Ashton, Fremont County, IDAHO 


y pack at Sruined We 
sare already 
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“IN TERME DIA TE LAKES’”’ 


Located in Antrim Co., Michigan, where 1 will 
find the best fishing in the state for Bass, Pike, 
Brook Trout, and Muscallong Our place is located 


R. station, in a fine 
a good place to 
write 


about one mile from the R. 
grove, affording plenty of shade and 
rest. For full information and_ reservations 


W. C. Green The Maples, Bellaire, Mich. 











} 








FISHING and SHOOTING 
“THE CAVALIER” 
Lake Owen, Bayfield Co. Wis. 
MUSCALLONGE, BASS 
Bear, Deer, Partridge, Grouse, Rabbits, Squirrels 
First-Class Accommodations. Low Rates. 
L. E. CAVALIER, Cable, Wis. 











PROPERTIES FOR SALE OR RENT 





News. 
| front, 

oysters 
| sat dy beach; 


FOR SALE 


12 miles above Newport 
miles beautiful water 
fishing, boating; 
30 ft. high, 





James River, 
preserves, 3 
good hunting, 
had; banks 20 to 


890 acres on 
Fine hunting 
river 6 miles wide; 
and crabs can be 


at a sacrifice 
H. C. HOGGARD & COMPANY 
NORFOLK, VIRGINIA 








“CANADIAN CAMP” 


For Sale or To Let, completely furnished, situated 
in Lat rentian Range ae vuntains on Lake L’Achigan, 
P. Q., night’s run from New York. Main Resor 20 


reoms, 12 masters’ rooms, four batl 1S; winter lodge— 
4 rooms and hath, all outbuildings, 30 acres land, 600 
feet beach front, altitude 1000 int, 


unlimited supply 
. bass, brook and lake trout fishing, y ated 
Ideal camp for 
club 


spring water 
partridge, bear shooting in season, 
any one wanting high-class place for private use, 
or sanitarium. Apply, 


PEASE & ELLIMAN, 340 Madison Ave., New York City 
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Fill Your Game Bag 
In the Wonderfut 
Northwest 


Beginning about September Ist 
men will once more be packing duffle 
bags, donning shooting togs and once 
more “hiking” out for the ever-plentiful 
game fields of the wonderful Northwest. 


In Minnesota, the Dakotas and Wiscon- 
sin there is quail, duck, 
goose and brant shooting of the sort our 
grandfathers enjoyed. Reports within 
the past ten days promise even better 
sport than usual this year. 


sports 


grouse, 


The lines of the 


Milwaukee & 











Chicago 


Railway 




















St. Paul 


reach into the best of the 


territory. 

Try the Northwest this season 
and enjoy a trip which will be 
a bright spot in memory’s 
pages for many a long year. 
Frequent trains from Union 
Passenger Station, Chicago, of- 
fer an excellence in equipment 
and service not obtainable else- 
where. 


F. A. MILLER 
General Passenger Agent 
CHICAGO 
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5 With Stiff Bosom Shirts 


+} You combine elegance and 
convenience by wearing 


CP CLUTCH STUDS and |( 
| ‘VEST BUTTONS . 


i They Go In Like a Needle 


5 ag without rumpling or marring 
— the stiffly starched linen, and 


F Hold Like an Anchor 
yet are instantly released. Easy to change 
irom one garment to another. No loose 

a} parts, hinges, spiral springs or tubes—noth- 

% @ ing to break or cause annoyance. Made in 

f all grades from Krementz Quality Rolied 

Gold Plate to the finest Mother-of-Pearl 

[| mounted with gold or platinum and set with 

3 diamonds. Sleeve Linksto Match. For use 

with soft cuffs these sleeve-links are unsur- 

passed. Leading jewelers and haberdashers 
have them in many attractive patterns. 

Booklet showing them by addressing 

Krementz & Co., 103 Chestnut St., Newark,W.J. 

Valk: rsofthe famons Krementz Collar Buttons and larg- 

est manufacturers of high-class Jewelry in the world. 































S| KREMENTZ BODKIN- | gm! 


















FIELD GLASSES 


for bird lovers and travelers, Find 
a bird and keep him in si ht—study 
a pretty landscape or sight a sail 
miles off shore. 

These glasses bring to you with 
startling clearness zn image of any 
object upon which they are trained. 

They magnify about three dia- 
meters; have an exceptionally large 
field of vision and are the last word 
in perfect mechanism and optics. Our selection after carefully 
examining a hundred makes proved it. We offer you the be t at 
a reasonable price. Triple your vision. Price only $5.00 postpaid. 


MOHONK SALESROOMS 


Box B100 Mohonk Lake, New York 





























KORONAS 
THE CAMERAS OF QUALITY 


a 
gq No matter what price you wish to pay there is a KORONA for 
the money to give you he best value and a perfect lens. Korona 
Hand Cameras and View Cameras typify the a in camera 
construction and by constant improvement combine all the good 
points and conveniences with fine workmanship. Our cameras ac- 
tually cost less than others of inferior design and pee sem merely Sqepeee 
we have reduced camera making to a scientific and economical basis 
by years of experience, 


gq A Korona Catalegue will prove interesting and tell you all about 
our distinctive features of camera construction, all about our pho- 
tographic lenses, inciuding the wonderful Pancratic Telephoto. 

GUNDLACH-MANHATTAN OPTICAL CO. 
821 Clinton Ave. So. Rochester, N. Y. 
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m Mizpah 


A—Patent Flap B—Perfect Pouch 
C—Small amount of material between thighs 


Is a necessity for real 
comfort while 


ee 
exercising 

Always fits perfectly. Finest quality welt-bound 
webbing. Easily cleansed, by boiling, without injury 
to rubber, 

At all sporting goods dealers, or sent post paid on receipt 
of waist measurement and 75 cents (stamps accepted). 


The Walter F. Ware Co., Dept. E, Philadelphia 
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For Liquor and Drug Users 


A scientific remedy that has cured nearly half a 
million in the past thirty-two years. Administered 
by medical specialists at Keeley Institutes only. 
Write for particulars 


To the Following Keeley Institutes: 


Dwight, Il. 
Marion, Ind. 

Crab Orchard, Ky. 
Portland, Ye. 
Lexington, Mass. 
Sansas City, Mo. 





St. Lonis, Mo., 280. Locust St. Pittsbarg, Pa., 4246 Fifth Ave. 
Manchester, N. H. rovidence, K. 1. 

Baffalo, N. Y. Columbia, 8. C. 

White Piains, N. ¥. Salt Lake City, Utah. 
Colambas, Okie. Toronto, Ontario. 

Portiand, Ore. Winnipeg, Manitoba. 
Philadelphia, Pa., 812 N. Bread 8. Loncen, England. 





All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 
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Speed of Foot 


Demands 
Speed of Lens 





And the greater the speed of any object, 
the greater is your need for a speedy 
camera lens. You will easily capture 
the fastest thing in motion with a 


ch D 


The supertor quaitty of Bausch G& Lomb 


lenses, microscopes, field glasses, projection The wonderful speed is due to its great light-gathering 
apparatus, engineering and other scientific power. This lens gives a perfectly flat field and uniformly 
{ anstruments is the product of nearly 60 years’ 


sharpdefinition, Precise optical corrections make the Tessar the 
best all-round lens for action subjects, landscapes, indoor 
portraits, etc. 


Ca perience 


Our new catalog 35H gives prices and details 
as to the best lens tor your particular pur- 
pose. Sent postpaid. Write us today. 
Enquire also of your dealer, 


| Bousch & lomb Optical ©. 
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THAT’S WORTH 
HUNTIN YOUR WHILE, among 
the Vast Forests, and on 
the Myriad Lakes ot NORTHERN MINNESOTA! 


Why not treat yourselt to the best this year? We have 
it in the VERMILION LAKE REGION, so easily and 


inexpensively reached by our Line, but a short run from 

DULUTH. Hunters and Outers, if you haven’t it already, 

send for our beautifully illustrated Folder, “LAKE 

REGIONS OF NORTHERN MINNESOTA.” It will 

be a revelation to you. Address, 

H. JOHNSON, G. P. A., DULUTH & IRON RANGE R. R. CO. 
503 Wolvin Building, Duluth, Minn. 





We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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Husky Shoes for 
Rough Work 


Put your foot into comfort the next time you 
fit out for the woods. Get into a pair of our wet 
and cold excluders—Beacon Falls Leather Tops. 
They’re roomy, not clumsy; even balanced, and 
stand a tremendous amount of hard out-door service 
in hunting or logging camp, in marsh, on farm. 
The rubber is rrew, fresh, elastic. They are heavily 
reinforced at every point where strain and 
stress are liable to weaken them. Thou- 
sands put their confidence in 
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Leather Top Rubber Shoes 






















ROCK ELM—This 
beauty comes in 6 heights, 


8, 10, 12, 14, 16 and 18 
inch with chrome leather 
top. No heel. Heavy 


rolled sole. Absolutely 
waterproof—a good last- 
er. You'll buy a second 
pair after you’ve had hard work 
wearing the first out. Uppers 
made of pure gum extra strength- 
ened with ribbed toes. . Rawhide 
laces—bellows tongue. Price for 
10 inch about $4.50 at your dealer’s. 





SHERMAN—This is __ identical 
with Rock Elm except it has a 
solid rubber heel for which 25 







cents extra a pair is charged. 


NEW YORK 


Beacon Falls Rubber Shoe Co. 


BEACON FALLS, CONN. 


CHICAGO 
106 Duane St. 307 W.MonroeStreet 241 CongressSt. 


MANITOBA—This_ shoe 
is warranted not to crack 
or split. Nearly snag- 
proof. Uppers are extra 
quality gum forced under 
great pressure, while 
warm, into duck. Rolled 
soles of pure gum. Rubber 
heel. Chrome top. Rawhide 
laces. In 8, 10, 12, 14 and 16 
inch. Price for 10 inch at 
your dealer’s about $4.50. 

If your dealer hasn’t them, 
write us his name. We'll supply 
you. Look for the “Cross” to be 
sure you get “Beacon Falls.” 
It’s your safeguard for quality. 
Booklet “D” is waiting for you. 
Tells about rubber footwear for 
sportsmen and outers. Send for 
your copy now. 


BOSTON 
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Drink WHITE ROCK, an American 


water, sparkling, unsullied, delicious. Bot- 
tled in new, sterilized bottles— and bottled 
only at the spring in Waukesha, Wisconsin. 













Twentieth Century stomach troubles 
readily yield to this remarkably healthful 
water. It has truthfully been said: ‘‘Drink 
WHITE ROCK—you'll live years longer.”’ 


CHARLES S, NEW YORE 




















